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SALUTATIONS 


FROM OUR BOX 
TO YOURS 


Dreaming of a pink Christmas 
with every card you write? 
Here’s how to have a holiday 

season echoing with the sounds 


of merry Carols, Helens, Sues 


We hear it every year: ‘“‘Here comes San- 
ta Claus! Here comes Santa Claus!” Well, 
that’s great for Santa, but what about the 
rest of us? Christmas is supposed to be a 
time of giving—and of giving it up. And if 
you haven’t been getting your share of 
Christmas pie, this month’s “Salutations” 
is for you. PL’s own Ghost of Christmas 
Presents, Conrad Linquist, was recently 
contracted to do P.R. for St. Nick and 
he’s got a few tips on how to get what you 
really want this season. 


Ever wonder how Santa Claus knows 
when (and with whom) you’ve been sleep- 
ing, and knows when you’re awake, and 
knows whether you were bad or good? 
Such information was probably not too dif- 
ficult to come by back when this whole 
project of giving gifts on Christmas was 
just a one-man operation in a little Old 
World village. Whatever old Santa didn't 
scope out firsthand, crouched beneath 
bedroom windows in his native village, 
was no doubt readily available on the local 
grapevine. But, as business expanded, 
the old man quite likely found more and 
more of his time taken up with the gather- 
ing of intelligence—i.e., peeping in win- 
dows, making lists, checking them twice 
to find out who’s been naughty and nice. 

Eventually, Claus’s voyeurism got him 
run out of Turkey, and he relocated the 
business in the North Pole area, where the 
aboriginal population consisted mainly of 
elves. As it turned out, these little boogers 
not only provided a source of cheap labor 
but were notorious exhibitionists to boot. 
What more could Santa ask? 

Still, elves aside, how the old man as- 
certains whose sexual performance 
makes them eligible for gifts and prizes re- 
mains a mystery. My own theory is that 
he’s an avid letters reader. And | don't 
mean just the letters that get published, ei- 
ther. For years now, much of our mail at PL 
has arrived already opened, smudged 
with pintsize fingerprints and reeking of 
what | strongly suspect are elfin phero- 
mones. The U.S. Postal Service denies re- 
sponsibility. All of which leads me to infer 
that correspondence intended for this 
magazine is being intercepted by that oth- 
er C.I.A, the Claus Intelligence Agency. 

In any case, Santa’s tremendous need 
to know when, where, and with whom 
you've been sleeping, and the gifts he’s 


willing to shell out in return for such info, 
have made Christmas a multibillion-dollar 
industry. Which brings me to the subject of 
Dear Santa letters. 

Many of us imagine we're too big to 
write to Santa. Rather than tell him what 
we want, we take our chances in a sort of 
Christmas-present potluck. Men often end 
up with yet another necktie on Christmas 
morning instead of the life-size inflatable 
Jessica Rabbit doll they really want. 

Last year, on the seventh day of Christ- 
mas, after dumping his true love, Ralph 
Beekman set aside his pride and wrote: 

‘Dear Santa, what is it with you and 
birds? Already, in the first week of Christ- 
mas, | got turtledoves, | got swans a-swim- 
ming, ducks a-fucking, calling birds 
calling, french hens stinking up the place 
to high heaven and geese. Geese? | 
asked for Denise! ‘Denise a-laying’ is 
what | said! Idiot!”’ 

On the eighth day of Christmas, an in- 
credulous Ralph unwrapped eight maids 
a-milking, which, although he had no ua- 
ders on hand, he was nevertheless able to 
put to good use. By the ninth day of Christ- 
mas he had already given nine quarts a- 
coming, had had ten heart attacks, had 
seen eleven cryptic visions and had made 
twelve escape attempts. 

The above letter does not, however, ex- 
emplify the tone one should use, general- 
ly, when addressing Santa. As the 
Godfather of Noel, he commands the love 
and respect of many powerful families. 
(Perhaps you’ve heard of the Clausa Nos- 
tra.) And few things spoil the spirit of the 
holiday season like unwrapping a gift box 
that contains a reindeer’s head. 

On the other hand, there’s no need for 
timidity when making your Christmas re- 
quests. Letters like the following one from 
B.M. DuBolieu serve only to fill Santa with 
regret for having given away so many 
computer games and educational toys: 

‘Dear Santa,’’ writes DuBolieu, ‘‘l’ve 
been a good guy all year. | always eat all 
my nouvelle veggies and | try to pick up 
after myself around the condo. I’m very 
sensitive to women’s issues. I’m currently 
in a committed relationship, and | always 
wear one of those smart new designer 
condoms (with flavors like creme caramel 
and cassis) when having sex. 

‘‘! know it’s been a while since | last sat 
in your lap (perhaps your secretary could 
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arrange with my secretary for us to have 


lunch), but if | could recommend myself (I 
have references, of course) for inclusion 
on your 1988 A-list...” 

About all this schmuck will be getting for. 
Christmas is a thirty-point drop in the value 
of his blue-chip stocks, after which his 
pecker will take a similar dive. 

Another thing to avoid when writing to 
Santa is any ambiguous reference to the 
elves. He’s become very sensitive to all 
the rumors of the past few years. Since he 
contracted out much of the production 
and distribution of gifts to manufacturers 
and retailers, his nasty little helpers have 
been able to specialize in the kinds of toys 
they seem naturally suited to—the kinds 
sold in shops with names like the Pleasure 
Chest and the Pink Pussycat. Obviously 
there has to be some means of quality 
control around the elves’ workshop— 
someone has to test these little sex toys— 
but no one discusses that. 

As usual, some of the best letters to 
Santa are written by pros—i.e., prosti- 
tutes. This one, by Helen D’Sac, is includ- 
ed here to show that out of the mouths of 
these babes comes the real meaning of 
Christmas. 

“Santa, baby,’’ Helen begins, ‘‘l’ve 
been a bad girl all year long. Don't you 
want to come over and scold me ‘neath 
the mistletoe? I’ve got such a fire burning 
between... you know. So hurry down my 
chimney tonight, please! And, Santa, 
baby, you’re so sexy in your red Pus. | 
miss your jolly ways. Wouldn't you rather 
be riding me than your old sleigh? So, 
please, hurry down my chimney tonight. 
lll set out my cookies and cream for you. 
You know your long white cookie-duster 
makes me scream, too, don’t you? | love it 
when you shake like a bowlful of jelly. But 
best of all, when truth be told, | love that fat 
jelly roll below your belly. So, Santa, hon- 
ey, couldn’t you, wouldn't you, like to 
open me first? I'll roast your chestnuts in 
my fire till they burst. And then I'll give you 
something to quench your thirst. So, 
please, hurry down my chimney tonight, 
Santa, baby. |’ll wear some stockings that 
are sure to tease. Your stocking-stuffer 
makes me weak in the knees. Hot Papa 
Christmas, won’t you stuff me, please? 
Santa, daddy, slide your Yule log into my 
Yuletide fire. My hairy hearth is burning 
with desire. So hurry down my chimney 
tonight.” 

Now that’s a Christmas carol! With a let- 
ter like that, Helen should get just about 
everything she wants from Santa.—Con- 
rad Linquist 


Now there’s an elf worthy of Big Papa 
Christmas’ burning Yuletide log. 
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Couple toast Gorgeous 
Guest—Bottoms Up! 

My husband Len and | are 
avid readers of your 
magazine. This letter is about 
an experience | recently had 
when | visited my old friend, 
Elaine, and her husband. | 
am five feet seven inches, 
have a 36-24-36 figure and 
weigh one hundred-seven- 
teen pounds. 

‘Elaine met me at the airport 
and explained that John, her 
husband, was out of town 
and wouldn't be back until the 
next day. We spent the day 
shopping and ended up at 
her place for dinner and 
some girl talk. We opened a 
bottle of wine, and it wasn't 
long before our discussion 
turned to sex and our love 
lives. Elaine told me that John 
really got turned on by 
watching X-rated movies on 
their VCR. When | told her | 
had never seen one, she 
jumped up and put on a 
cassette. We sipped our wine 
as we watched the film. 

The movie was about a 
housewife taken captive by a 
gang of robbers and forced 
to have sex with each of 
them, any way they wanted it. 
| soon found that my panties 
were soaking wet, and | kept 
crossing and uncrossing my 
legs to relieve the urge 
between my thighs. As the 
movie ended, | just sat there 
and stared at the blank 
television screen. Elaine 
asked how | liked the film, 


These letters are as written by our 
readers, except that they have 


been edited to enhance their read- 
ability, and names have been 
changed to ensure privacy. 
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and | couid only nod my 


head. Next, | felt her hand on | 
my knee. It wasn't long before 


my dress and slip were 
bunched up around my waist 
and Elaine was gently 
rubbing my pussy through 
my panties. | knew that | 
should stop her, but the 
feeling was so great that | just 
sat back and enjoyed it. Just 
as | was about to come, 
Elaine stopped rubbing me 
and told me to take my 
panties off. | hesitated for a 
moment and soon felt her 
hands on my hips, pulling my 
panties down. Her fingers 
were quickly back on my 
pussy, and | found myself 
squirming all over the couch. 
| came with a pleasure that | 
had never felt before. 

Elaine then told me to 
stand before her and strip. | 
felt like | was in a trance but 
did as she told me. As soon 
as | was naked, she told me 
to lie down on the floor and 
to spread my legs. Her lips 
and tongue were soon 
working their way up my legs, 
and | came as soon as she 
brushed my pussy with her 
lips. | lost count of how many 
times | came that night. Elaine 
really knew how to please a 
girl. 

| must have fallen asleep, 
because the next thing | 
knew, Elaine was rolling me 
over on my tummy. Her lips 
were soon working their 
magic on the backs of my 
thighs, and | could feel the 
warmth spreading through 
my body again. She licked 
my bottom until it was wet 
with her saliva and then 
spread my ass-cheeks and 
shoved a finger into my ass. 


Soon the orgasms were 
tearing through my body so 
fast that | just lay there 
trembling and screaming. | 
fell into a very deep sleep, 
and the next thing | 
remember is Elaine waking 
me up and telling me it was 
time to leave for the airport to 
pick up John. 

| was very nervous about 
meeting John for the first time. 
As soon as | met him, 
however, | knew | had nothing 
to worry about. He was very 
good-looking and had a great 
sense of humor that made 
you feel as if you had known 
him all of your life. The three 
of us went out to dinner and 
then back to their place fo 
nightcaps. 

We all had a couple of 
drinks. Soon Elaine and John 
were arguing. | tried to ignore 
them, but that was very hard 
to do while sitting on the 
same couch with them. John 
gave her a stern warning, but 
Elainie just laughed at him. 
Before she could say another 
word, John had her over his 
knees and was pulling her 
jeans and panties down. | sat 
there, staring at her upturned 
bottom and started to giggle 
when John began spanking 
her. Elaine kept asking him to 
stop but made no effort to get 
away. The redder her bottom 
became, the more | laughed 
at her predicament. 

John rolled her off his lap 
and asked me what was so 
funny. | had the giggles so 
bad that | couldn't even 
speak. | soon found myself 
across his lap, and it wasn't 
until | felt my dress being 
lifted that | was able to stop 
giggling. | tried with all of my 


Straight sex is 
great for many, but 
herein we recount 
the adventures of 
those who give 
tongue-lashings 
like you've 

never heard 
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strength to push away from 
him, but he was just too 
strong. My panties were 
down around my ankles when 
| felt the first sting of his hand. 
| continued to try to get away 
from him, but all | 
accomplished was to have 
him spank me harder. Then, 
just as he had done to Elaine, 
he rolled me off his lap onto 
the floor next to her. 

As | lay there, John told 
me what a terrific body | had 
and that Elaine had told him 

_all about the night before. | 
couldn't believe that she told 
John about our beautiful 
evening together and started 
to cry. Elaine told me not to 
be embarrassed because 
she and John shared 
everything with each other. | 
pulled my dress back down 
to cover myself and sat there 
listening to Elaine as she told 
John every intimate detail of 
the night before. When she 
finished, | was soaking wet 
again. | leaned over and gave 
her a deep kiss. 

For several long moments 
my tongue fought with 
Elaine’s. As we broke our 
kiss, Elaine stood up and 
pulled me to my feet. John 
asked me to take my clothes 
off, and | found myself doing 
as he directed. Soon, | stood 
there naked before them. 
John asked me to turn around 
so that he could see my lovely 
ass again. | turned my back 
to him and trembled as he 
spread my ass cheeks apart. 

He left the room for a few 
moments, and when he 
returned he handed me a 
tube of K-Y jelly. He told me 
to grease my ass well, as he 
had great plans for it tonight. 
| could feel myself blushing 
as | smeared the jelly in the 
crack of my cheeks. Elaine 
told me to make sure that | 
got the jelly deep inside me 
and spread my cheeks as | 
worked my finger into my 
virgin hole. Elaine then had 
me get down on my hands 
and knees. She told me to 
reach back and spread my 
cheeks as far apart as | could 
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Portraits of the Artists 
@ An article in The 
Atlantic Monthly tells how 
two of Picasso's mis- 
tresses met in his studio 
one day while he was 
there, painting that monu- 
ment to the destruc- 
tiveness of war, Guernica. 
One of the women 
demanded that he choose 
between them. “It was a 
hard decision to make, ” 
Picasso said years later. 
“| like them both... | was 
satisfied with things as 
they were. | told them 
they'd have to fight it out 
themselves.” So, while his 
mistresses engaged in a 


wrestling bout in his 
studio, Picasso peacefully 
continued to work on the 
huge canvas he'd con- 
ceived to decry the 

horrors of human conflict. 
e As ayoung man, James 
Joyce frequented the 
prostitutes in his native 
Dublin. But one date with 
Nora Barnacle put an end 
to that. The New York 
Review of Books de- 
scribes how, on their first 
date, “ina dark alley... 
[she] promptly unbuttoned 
his trousers and expertly 
‘made a man of him.’ ” 
Joyce was so impressed 
with Nora that he spent the » 
rest of his life with her and 
never slept with another 
woman. (So much for the 
myth of men not respect- 
ing women who fuck on 
the first date.) Gd 


get them and get ready for 
the fuck of my life. The 
pressure of John’s cock at the 
entrance startled me and | 
tried to pull away, but Elaine 
told me to relax and enjoy it. 
It must have taken John a 
good five minutes to get his 
cock buried in my ass, and | 
felt like | was being torn apart, 
but the pain quickly turned to 
pleasure as he slowly began 
pumping into me. 

When the first orgasm hit 
me | fell forward, but John 
soon had me back up on my 
knees as he started to really 
pound away. | can’t describe 
the way | felt as orgasm after 
orgasm raced through my 
body. After what seemed like 
hours, he pulled his cock out, 
and | could only lie there, 
trying to catch my breath. 
John and Elaine went out to 
the kitchen to fix themselves 
a drink. After a few minutes, | 
felt strong enough to get up 
and join them. 

Both were sitting at the 
table fully dressed, and | 
found myself embarrassed to 
be standing before them still 
naked. Neither one of them 
made a move tofixmea . 
drink, so | started to turn away 
to fix my own. Then | felta — 
stinging blow to my bottom! | 
turned around to face them 
as | rubbed my smarting 
bottom, and Elaine told me 
that my ass belonged to them 
for the rest of my stay. | 
smiled, walked over to the 
cqunter and bent over it, 
offering my bottom to them. It 
wasn't long before John was 
pumping away and we were 
coming again. 

For the rest of the week | 
made my ass available to him 
whenever and wherever he 
wanted it. | always had to 
keep a tube of jelly with me 
and had to grease my own 
ass whenever | was told to. 

John really used his 
imagination as to when and 
where he fucked me. Once 
he had me go into the rest 
room of a restaurant as we 
were just beginning to eat. 
When | got back to the table, 


both of them had a lot of fun 
asking how | felt sitting there 
all greased up. Elaine had 
me lean forward and pull the 
back of my dress up, and she 
ran her hand down the back 
of my panties, pushing them 
up into my crack. | felt as if 
every eye in the place was 
on me. When we got to the 
car John had me push my 
panties down to my knees 
and bend over the hood of 
the car as he filled me with his 
come. Three couples came 
around the corner just as we 
were finishing, further enhanc- 
ing the experience. 

As | sat on the plane going 
home, | couldn't believe what 
had happened to me within 
the last week. | found out how 
much | had been missing with 
Len and nearly raped him on 
the way home in the car. At 
home | walked out into the 
kitchen naked and pushed 
Len to the floor. You should 
have seen the expression on 
his face as | mounted him 
right there on the floor! That 
night we made love in every 
room of the house and in 
every hole that | had, a first for 
both of us. | haven't found a 
way to tell Len about Elaine 
and John but hope to before 
they visit us!—Name and 
address withheld 


He Dips His Brush and 
Touches Up Her 

Warhole and Butticelli 

| am a fine arts major at a 
large university in the 
southwest. One of my art 
classes is taught late in the 
afternoon. | was working on a 
project while sitting next to, 
and conversing with, a very 
attractive girl in the class. We 
are allowed to work as late 
as we wish, and soon only the 
two of us and the professor 
remained. Before long, the 
teacher said he was going 
home and asked us to be 
sure to lock up. We worked 

a while longer but found 
ourselves more interested in 
each other than in our work. 
We decided to go for a pizza. 
She began gathering up her 
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things, and | proceeded to 
close up shop. It was getting 
dark and, as | turned out the 
lights, | looked over to see her 
gorgeous body silhouetted in 
the fading light from the 
window. My penis immedi- 
ately began to grow. | flipped 
the last light switch and 
locked the door as our 
professor had asked, except 
we were still on the inside. 
By this time she knew | was 
up to something. | walked 
over to her, put my arms 
around her and pulled her 
close and stuck my tongue 
deep in her soft, warm mouth. 
She responded by sucking 
on my tongue and pressing 
her pelvis hard against my 
now-firm rod. My hands 
worked quickly. Soon | had 
her sweater off, revealing the 


.| most luscious pair of creamy 


white breasts I’ve ever seen. 
| rolled her pink nipples 
between my thumb and 
forefinger till they stood fully 
erect. | leaned down and 
sucked them until she let out 
a soft moan. That was it. | 
reached down and peeled 
her cords down to her knees. 
| slipped my middle finger 
into her soft bush to find an 
already steaming crotch. It 
wasn't long before she had 
undone my pants and pulled 
out my long, thick tool. She 
massaged it like a pro. She 
ran her fingers in a circular 
motion just below the tip, 
using my dew to lubricate it. 
At the same time | fingered 
her large, stiff clitoris, running 
my finger down between her 
protruding lips into her vagina 
and back out to titillate the 
clit. The whole time our 
mouths were locked togettter 
in a deep French kiss. By 
then she had her whole hand 
around my shaft and was 
masturbating me furiously. 
She brought down her other 
hand to massage my 
testicles. She was shaking 
and moaning violently. Min- 
utes later | exploded, 
spewing white-hot semen all 
over her belly. She couldn't 
stand it. She came in a wave 
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of orgasm that left her limp in 
my arms. 

Suddenly she remem- 
bered where we were, and 
she became very self- 
conscious. | thought that was 
it, So | lay back across one of 
the work tables with my pants 
at my ankles. She pulled up 
her pants and came over to 
massage my chest. She 
couldn't stay away. Soon her 
hands were around my cock, 
working it back to life. Slowly 
she dipped her head down 
and wrapped her lips around 
the circumcised helmet. She 
stuck her tongue out and 
licked and sucked from the 
tip to my balls. She ran her 
tongue up and down the slit, 
driving me to ecstasy. | 
began madly pumping her 
face. The harder she sucked 
and pulled, the harder | 
pumped. My cockhead 
swelled as it ran back and 
forth across her lips. She 
must have known | was 
coming because she deep- 
throated me, driving my dick 
right back to her tonsils. | let 
go multiple hot blasts of jism, 
spattering the back of her 
mouth. She took what she 
could, and the rest ran down 
the crack of my ass. Then she 
proceeded to lick up the 
excess sperm, tonguing my 
anus, driving me wild. She 
penetrated my bung-hole 
with the tip of her tongue, 
swishing it back and forth, 
preventing me from losing 
my hard-on. That was it. | 
jumped up and pulled her 
pants off her beautiful long 
legs. No chick was going to 
eat me like that without 
getting the same treatment! 
She needed no prompting. 
Her legs parted, and so did 
her lips. What a pussy! 

A single drip of glistening 
love juice ran down her crack. 
She reached down and 
pulled her pussy lips apart, 
exposing that huge, blood- 
gorged, pulsating clit. “Lick 
me,’ she moaned. “Lick 
me!” | dove in, stroking my 
tongue as deep as | could in 
her cunt. She tasted like 


nectar. Next | ran down to her 
anus and gave her a taste of 
her own medicine. As | 
worked my way back up, 
there it was. That lovely 
gigantic clitoris staring me 
right in the eye . . . sparkling, 
throbbing. | teased it, flicking 
my tongue across it a mile a 
minute. Then | sucked her lips 
right out of her fingers. Pulling 
them deep into my mouth, | 
ran my tongue right between 
them and back across that 
awesome clit. The scream 
she let out as she came must 
have been heard by the 
janitors. Well, | climbed up 
and planted my mouth on 
hers to quiet her down. As 
she tasted her own juice, 
wouldn't you know it, my dick 
found its way right into her 
box. It slid past those 
dripping lips, rubbing that 
fabulous clit as it penetrated 
all the way to the hilt. Another 
squeal of passion. | withdrew 
so that the head of my cock 
was just teasing the opening 
of her slit. “Damn it, fuck 
me!” she seethed as she 
reached down and thrust it 
into her with a single stroke, 
as if she were working a 
dildo. 

There was no stopping that 
steaming rocket of mine now. 
It was pumping like the 
pistons on my Kawasaki in 
high gear. She arched her 
body and ran her soft calves 
across my back and jutted 
her heels straight in the air, 
holding up her legs with her 
hands. Her fantastic face was 
now contorted as she had 
one last orgasm. | soon 
followed, ramming my cock 
in her cunt as deep as it 
would go. “Unggg!” | was 
the noisemaker this time. We 
lay there in a heap for what 
seemed like hours. Simultane- 
ously we looked at each 
other, threw on our clothes, 
grabbed our shit and ran from 
the building, laughing hysteri- 
cally. We went for pizza in the 
student union. We ate, drank 
beer and planned to take 
another art course together 
next semester—one which 
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There are, no doubt, some 
who believe that the word 
croquet is French for 
crotch. They see clearly 
that this seemingly inno- 
cent pastime is in fact a 
lewd, lascivious activity 
that leads to promiscuity. 
An article in Connecti- 
cut magazine notes that 
at least one perceptive 
writer saw through this 
insidious game as early 
as 1898, when the article 
“The Immorality of Cro- 
quet” was published in 
Boston. In the game of 
croquet, admonished the 
author, ‘the brute beast 
which underlies the thin 
polish of civilization is 
unchained; goaded to fury 
by each corrosive click of 
the croquet balls . . . the 
hoop, which beckons so 
temptingly and guilelessly 
from its carpet of green 
sward to cool and quiet 
croquet, is the gaping 
jaws of Hades. Who takes 
the mallet in his hand has 
grasped vice; and who 


passes through the treach- 
erous wire portal leaves 
virtue, honor and charity 
behind.” 

The anticroquetists 
could easily argue the 
inherent lechery of the 
game on linguistic grounds 
alone. Croquet employs 
terms that bespeak the 
influences of lust—the 
drive, the rush, the roll, 
CONTINUED ON FOLLOWING PAGE 
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THE WICKED WICKET 
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together with several 
different ways of stroking— 
all encourage immorality. 

And the action in croquet 
provides opportunities a- 


olenty for “going out of 
bounds.” The mere act of 
swinging a long hard 
mallet and knocking balls 
through inverted U- 
shaped hoops, and the 
frequent observation of 
persons of the opposite 
sex bending over in front 
of you at close quarters, 
ought to suggest some- 
thing. Further, passing 
through one of the hoops, 
or wickets, notes Connecti- 
cut magazine's reporter, 
gives a player “new life’; 
one’s “balls become 
dead temporarily and then 
regain potency. ” 

A woman watching her 
male partner as he stands 
with his legs apart, holding 
his mallet in both hands, 
might follow his gaze with 
her own as he looks from 
the general area of his 
crotch to his ball and then 
to his target. He swings his 
mallet back and forth 
slowly, trying to get his 
stroke just right. She grips 
her own hard mallet and 
swings it between her own 
legs as the throbbing 
tension builds—until finally 
he shoots his shot! He 
sighs and she sighs. He 
has driven his balls 
through the wicket.Ge 
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also would be taught late in 
the afternoon. —Name and 
address withheld 


Teach Has Pupils Stay 

after Class, but 

Not to Bang Erasers! 

| am a big fan of Penthouse 
Letters, but | never believed 
the letters until | recently had 
an experience of my own that 
| would like to share with your 
readers. 

First of all, | am twenty-one, 
six feet tall, have dark brown 
hair and a cock that any man 
would be proud to call his 
own. This happened two 
weeks ago when me and my 
friend John went to our ten 
o'clock psychology class. 
Now, our teacher isn't just any 
ordinary professor. She is 
about thirty-three, with dyna- 
mite legs, a beautiful ass and 
jugs that would make Dolly 
Parton jealous. 

John and | arrived in class 
together ten minutes late. 
Mrs. T. (the foxy professor) 
said that because we were 
late she would like to see us 
after class. | was pretty 
worried about what was 
going to happen, so you can 
imagine my surprise when 
Mrs. T. sat down in front of us 
with her legs spread wide. 
Her tight skirt slid up to her 
hips and we could see that 
she wasn't wearing any 
underwear! Her blonde cunt 
hairs sparkled with wetness 
as she lectured us about 
being late. She must have 
noticed our hard-ons be- 
cause she began to laugh 
and said, “If you want me 
that bad, boys, just say so.” 

eNeedless to say, we didn't 
stay down in our seats much 
longer! She stood up and met 
me with a very wet kiss, 
darting her hungry tongue all 


around my mouth. Suddenly, » 


during our kiss, she said, 
“Ooh,” and smiled. It was 
then that | noticed John had 
gotten down on his knees 
behind her and was pushing 
his tongue up her tight back 
door. With that pungent taste 
on his tongue, John began 


jerking himself off, but she 
said, “Don't do that, | will.” 

Then, from her desk 
drawer, she pulled out a jar 
of Vaseline and a ten-inch 
rubber dildo. She put 
Vaseline all over the dildo and 
told me to stick it in her ass 
while John fist-fucked her. 
She grabbed John’s cock 
and began working on it. | put 
the gleaming dildo to the 
opening of her asshole and 
slowly slid it in. She was 
moaning and squealing every 
few seconds as | kept 
vibrating the dildo in her hole. 
All the while John had his arm 
in her flue practically up to the 
elbow. He rammed it in and 
out until his arm looked like it 
was soaked in her sweet 
pussy juice. Then he pulled 
his fist out and licked it off. 
She turned around and 
started giving John the 
blowjob of his life. 

By this time | thought | 
would explode in a come 
shower so | pulled the dildo 
out of her ass and replaced it 
with my tongue. | licked and 
sucked every drop of her tart 
juices, concentrating on 
sticking my tongue all the way 
up her tight asshole. | then 
started to eat her pussy, 
concentrating on her huge 
clit. | sucked and licked for 
more than a few minutes. 

Suddenly she stopped 
sucking cock and got up. She 
told me to lay down on my 
back. Then she got on top of 
me and we snaked into a 69 
position. She deep-throated 
me for about fifteen minutes 
while John was watching us 
and beating off. | licked and 
sucked her tight hole as | shot 
my wad into the back of her 
throat. Then Mrs. T. got up 
and said, “Do you want to 
have some real fun?” She 
made us kneel down with our 
asses in the air. From 
somewhere in her desk she 
pulled out a long whip and 
proceeded to whip us till our 
asses turned red. She 
snapped the leather across 
our buttocks over and over. 
When she was finished, she 


told us to stand up and tie her 
hands and legs together with 
the whip so that she was in a 
touch-your-toes position. We 
then picked her up and put 
her over the top of a recliner 
chair behind her desk. | then 
stood on the chair and 
rammed my throbbing tool 
up her pussy from behind. | 
pounded in and out of her 
snatch and when | finally 
came | pulled it out and 
smeared my load all over her 
round ass. By the time all of 
this was over my balls and 
cock were aching with pain, 
but that didn’t stop us from 
coming back many times 
after that Name and aa- 
dress withheld™ 


Dick’s Down and KOd: 

PL Peps It Up for 

Standing Eight Count 

I’m lying here, smiling. 
Penthouse Letters: Satisfac- 
tion guaranteed. My cunt is 
still crusted and ticklish with 
the lotion of last night's lust. | 
inhale the musty aroma of 
Eros and smile more. | love 
that smell. 

The night started with a 
long drive to Honolulu. My 
boyfriend David was making 
his debut with a country band 
on the military circuit. His 
guitar-playing skill was well 
displayed as was his tight 
jeans and long, shiny hair. 
He definitely had that sexy 
Western look. | sat and 
watched and listened, turning 
down dances and drinking 
down beer. The night was 
long, the ride home was 
tiresome. He was exhausted 
from playing and | from 
sitting. 

When we reached my 
home, | invited him in and he 
stretched himself out in front 
of the TV. | found my way to 
my bedroom and peeled off 
my long, tight jeans to let my 
pussy breathe a bit. Then | 
slid out of my satin shirt and 
put on a short, black, lacy 
chemise. My firm, tanned 
breasts enjoyed the cool 
comfort. Happily snuggling 
into bed, | picked up another 


PENTHOUSE LETTERS 


magazine that David had 
brought by and let exhaustion 
take over. Soon the TV 
clicked off and David came 
in and threw himself sleepily 
on the bed beside me. 

He asked me to grab the 
Penthouse Letters and read 
some of the letters out loud. 
Bored with the other 
magazine, | agreed. He 
pulled off his jeans, and his 
fine cock lay flaccid against 
his balls, victim of a long and 
exhausting night. 

| started reading, my voice 
throaty and deep, semipara- 
lyzed with fatigue. | read 
about cousins and couples, 
vixens and vans. We laughed 
at a few lines and my mouth 
watered at others. My raspy 
voice enhanced the details 
and my peripheral vision 
‘ caught David's hand lazily 
stroking his semierect cock. 
His eyes were closed. He 
was visualizing the passion 
pouring from my lips, from 
Penthouse Letters. 

As | started on the fourth 
letter, he asked me if they 
made me hot. | said no, not 
really. The long night had 
numbed my libido. After that, 
no words were spoken 
except for my reading. He 
reached down and felt my 
twat, radiant and moist. Even 
| was surprised. | went on 
aloud with the story. . . | can't 
recall what it was about .. . 
and he continued to massage 
my love-lips, my clit, my 
vagina, slowly and deliber- 
ately, while | read. Soon my 
throat grew heavy; my 
breathing accelerated; the 
sentences turned themselves 
around. | couldn't concen- 
trate because my cunt was 
taking over all feeling, all 
reality. The words on the 
page swam, my passion was 
further aroused as images 
floated past from those 
stories, of those orgasms, 
those lovers. 

Vicarious pleasure pleased 
me no more. My turn had to 
come. Penthouse Letters fell 
to the pillow as | leaned back, 
arching my back so my cunt 
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and David's fingers were 
unencumbered. | was horny— 
from reading, from watching 
David get himself hard at my 
words, from my passion for 
him. 

| came quickly, long and 
hard. | dug my nails into his 
muscular back as his fingers 
on my swollen clit drove me 
to a screaming climax. | lay 
back to catch my breath, but 
David was hot now. His cock, 
hard and urgent, with that 
glistening, smooth tip, had 
forgotten its weariness and 
throbbed with hungry antici- 
pation. That cock looked so 
ready, | wanted to take it in 
my wet, eager pussy. But 
David was handling himself. 
Now resting on his haunches 
between my legs, he was 
looking at my pussy with a 
look I’d never seen before: 
intent, randy. | could see the 
black lace of my chemise 
above the line of my 
curlyhaired twat. Beyond 
that, | saw his young face 
looking hungrily at my 
dripping box. As | started 
stroking his penis, his hands 
were free to spread my 
vaginal lips and probe and 
fondle. He was wildly and 
excitably examining me as | 
pumped that firm rod until his 
probing fingers brought me 
again to the edge of climax. 
My gasps came faster until 
he lifted my torso and ate my 
seething, fired cunt. | 
screamed with a heavy, hot 
orgasm. Then he entered me. 
| was tight and wet but not 
slimy. | could feel every inch 
of that cock. We screwed hot 
and strong. As his rod rubbed 
against my engorged clit, my 
energy level zoomed again, 
spurred by that hot and nasty 
fucking. | came again, 
burying a finger into his 
asshole, digging my hands 
into his flesh. : 

My climax aroused him 
further. | had no time to drift 
off—| stayed up there. He 
flipped me over and | arched 
my tanned, round ass up to 
his loins, and he buried his 
magnificent tool deep into 


my bung-hole. This one was 
his. | worked his tool hard and 
deep. He grabbed my hips 
and pushed and pulled like 
he was going to wrench my 
ass from my torso. My body 
was strong and supple and 
aroused by passion. | was 
worked up and ready, 
squirming and pounding 
down on his handsome joint, 
moaning and squealing for 
the painful, tearing pleasure. 
My black chemise tickled my 
breasts, my hands clenched 
the pillows. Your magazine 
rustled somewhere behind 
the bed. 

| heard his moans and 
looked over my shoulder to 
see that young, beautiful face 
framed in his long, passion- 
fluffed hair, stretching back 
in ecstasy. He pounded 
harder. | met each thrust, and 
he poured his load deep into 
me, groaning with satisfac- 
tion. He pushed on and on in 
his ejaculation; | watched that 
climax possess his tense, 
sweaty body, his ecstatic 
face. Like mine, the realiza- 
tion of pleasure was almost 
too much. 

We slumped down, lit a 
cigarette, and smiled at the 
now ravaged pieces of 
Penthouse Letters. His come 
slowly crept from my wet, 
exhausted body as we lay 
back and reveled in our 
satisfaction. Thanks Pent- 
house Letters!—Name and 
address withheld 


Head and tail can conjure up 
thoughts of two sides of a coin. 
We expand on that to mean 
two ends of a person—n other 
words, fore and aft. It is the 
“other side” of what is gener- 
ally thought of as straight fuck- 
ing. From our mail, it seems 
as if head and tail games are 
even more common than regu- 
lar sex. What do you think? 
What are your special tech- 
niques, tricks or turn-ons? Tell 
the world through our pages. 
Send your letters to Penthouse 
Letters, Dept. DM/BV, 1965 
Broadway, New York, N.Y. 
10023-5965. 
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Market Penetration 

The market for a reliable, 
attractive condom has 
never been more bullish 
than it is today. Untold 
millions in profit await the 
company that takes this 
market by the horns. But, 
as pointed up by Kit 
Schwartz in his book The 
Female Member, the 
condom has never been 
an easy sell. His solution: 
Get rid of the moniker 
condom and such nick- 
names as “one-piece 
overcoat,” “shower Cap, 
“eel-skin” and “rubber.” 
Instead of using these 
terms, males should 
“trade up to something 
that signals high perform- 
ance.” Topping Schwartz’ 
list of suggestions is ‘zerk 
fitting,” which is how auto 
mechanics describe the 
place where the grease 


gun is applied to a ball 
joint during a lube job. 

Other jargon expres- 
sions from the auto 
industry that could be 
appropriated include: 
@Rides like a stretch limo 
eA-rated traction 
einflates and seals. 

To sell to women, 
Schwartz advises, pitch 
fashion. “Tell them that 
the ‘layered look’ is in, in, 
in!” And use selling points 
like: 
eComes in cherry red 
@One size fits all 
e@You'll applaud the 
comfort.f4 
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How was that 
for a fart? 
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Please. Just go about your 


business. Pretend I’m not here. 


You don’t have a chance 
with her, Boffo. She 
thinks you’re a clown. 


The NAACP is testing Al 
Campanis for buoyancy. 
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So... what time 
do you get off? 
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See? No hands. And | can 
hit any spot in the room. 
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Okay, Honey. 
Everyone agrees you 
got a great boob 
job. Now would you 
put them away? 
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Have you noticed how the swimming hole 
has filled up since we got here? 


A ISIPNN 94} PUB [UID YOUdIY YL 


... and that’s how a 
diaphragm 

stops the sperm from 
reaching the egg. Understand? 
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then let’s just 
see if black men 
are bigger... 


Yes. But you could’ve made 
your point without having 
them throw me off the roof. 
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The Devil’s Advocate by “Wood C. La- 
mont” is arguably the finest and hottest 
erotic novel ever written and published in 
America. Yet today it is little known to the 
reading public, familiar, if at all, only in its 
abridged, rewritten form. 

This novel is an erotic mystery with 
character studies as important to the 
book as its hard-core action. It reads in 
the style of Raymond Chandler, and in 
fact brings to mind The Big Sleep, but 
with the sex explicit rather than implied. 
What makes The Devil’s Advocate so ex- 
ceptional is the quality of the writing. 

The plot is simple enough. A young 
woman, Clara Reeves, approaches a 
New York district attorney, Conrad Gar- 
nett, to enlist his aid in finding her missing 
older sister, Rita. The few available clues 
indicate that the missing woman was 
deeply involved in an organized ring of il- 
licit sex and perversion, willingly partici- 
pating in wild orgies on a regular basis. 
The district attorney suggests to Clara 
that the only way to find her sister is to 
follow the trail of clues and journey them- 
selves through the same sexual under- 
ground into which Rita seems to have 
disappeared. After some persuasion and 
“practice” with the district attorney, Clara 
agrees, and like an Alice in a sexual won- 
derland is led through an odyssey of in- 
creasingly bizarre sexual adventures. 

There was more mystery to this novel 
than what is in the plot. Those in the know 
saw the slyness in this rather obvious ro- 
man a clef when it was first published in 
1942. The giveaways were hard to miss. 
The author’s name, ‘“Wood C. Lamont,” 
was a thinly disguised attempt to impli- 
cate as author the then-popular poet and 
literateur Clement Wood, a point rein- 
forced by the book’s dedication, “‘For 
Whom but Gloria,” Gloria being Wood’s 
wife! Members of the New York literary 
world must have chuckled (or shuddered) 
as they read the sex scenes, for those 
scenes were not so much the product of a 
“dirty” mind as the vivid recollections of 
orgies that had actually taken place at 
Wood's country estate, Bozenkill—orgies 
in which many of them had participated 
and been photographed! 

Who then were the culprits behind this 
wonderful, sexy, nasty book? That is no 
longer a secret. The original author of the 


The D.A. sat mesmerized by Clara, won- 
dering if she was in his jurisdiction. 
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book has been identified as Robert 
Sewall, a man described by Gershon 
Legman (the world’s foremost authority 
on the entire genre of erotica) as ‘‘a tal- 
ented young American, exceptionally gift- 
ed at pastiche.’’ Legman should know, for 
itwas he who recruited Sewall into writing 
erotic novels in the early 1940s. 

The book’s appearance was purely a 
function of its time, for the advent of 
World War II drastically changed the pro- 
duction of erotica. Raw materials were ra- 
tioned, and presses were busy with war- 
related activity. The publishers of erotica 
were inventive, and soon were self-pub- 
lishing their books with mimeographs. 
Entire books could be produced in a small 
room without expensive equipment and 
in complete secrecy. All that was needed 
was a typist to make a stencil and paper 
to feed through an inked machine. 

So it was that The Devil’s Advocate 
saw the light of day in 1942, a two-hun- 
dred-page book, perhaps in an edition of 
one hundred copies, mimeoed one side 
of the page only, and physically produced 
in the basement of the Chrysler Building. 
The book quickly sold out; those lucky 
enough to have it rented it for as much as 
the then-princely sum of fifty dollars a 
week! The Devil’s Advocate was instantly 
infamous. 

The cause of all this notoriety, howev- 
er, was not the book Robert Sewall re- 
membered writing! Unbeknownst to the 
author, the typist hired to make the stencil 
for the mimeo machine had decided to 
edit and embellish the novel, and to ex- 
purgate some of the more flagrant 
scenes. This typist was none other than 
Gershon Legman! Upon seeing the first 
edition of The Devil’s Advocate, Sewall 
sat down and rewrote the story as he re- 
membered writing it. Although most of the 
action of the 1942 edition was left in, 
Sewall had lost some of his mastery of 
words and composition. Through the 
years, it has been this rewritten version 
that has been subsequently reprinted, 
while the superior first edition has be- 
come all but lost. 

The following excerpt is taken from a 
unique, original typescript of the first 
(1942) edition of The Devil’s Advocate. 
Clara Reeves has invited the district at- 
torney back to her home so he can see 
the evidence she has so far discovered. 
What follows is undercover work of the 
most literal kind!—C.JU. Scheiner, M.D. 


BOOK BONUS 


p to her neck in 


. Her sweet kid 
sister, going undercover to find 


her. And the tough D.A. who shows 


her how hard hard-boiled is 


BY WOOD C. LAMONT 


19 


BOOK BONUS 


She came toward him as though she were 
going to kiss him, and he involuntarily 
reached, or half-reached, his arms toward 
her. But she merely took his hat and put it 
away. She moved as lightly as a breath, 
and she made him feel no longer earth- 
bound just to watch. He followed her into 
the living room, jealous of the light sum- 
mer dress which clung possessively to her 
young body. 

“Will you have a gin rickey?’’ she 
asked. ‘‘It’s so warm this evening—— 

‘Yes, thanks. Can | help?” 

‘You can squeeze the lemons.” 

Standing beside her as they mixed the 
drinks, he was already drunk on her 
smell—the heady aura of young sweat 
and soap, good perfume and clean cunt. 
His glance dropped to her breasts; his 
mind already between her thighs. 

‘‘No news from your sister?’’ he asked. 

“Nothing.”’ 

‘‘Now don’t be so gloomy about it. 
You'll hear from her. | promise you.”’ 

‘‘Let’s have our drinks out on the ter- 
race? It’s nice out there.” 

They sat looking out over the old, enor- 
mous garden. He rested his glass on the 
arm of the wicker chair and watched her 
through half-closed eyes as she rested in 
the beach chair. A breeze rustled through 
the dusk as the moon rose suddenly on 
the horizon. The breeze toyed with her 
dress, and promised to play interesting 
tricks if he would be patient. 

“This was my parents’ house,’ she 
said. ‘‘Aunt Madge got it through my fa- 
ther’s will with the understanding that it 
was to go to us. It’s really way too big for 
just two girls. We have to keep two maids. 
I'd rather have just a little apartment.” 

The breeze had lifted her skirt just as 
Clara uncrossed her legs. Unnoticed by 
her in the increasing dark, her dress lay 
across her thighs, above her rolled stock- 
ings. Her knees, dimpled and round, 
smiled at the District Attorney. He sipped 
his gin and appreciated as hard as he 
could, pitting his eyesight against the 
dusk. Had the girl’s legs been covered, 
nothing unnatural would have been no- 
ticeable in her posture. But with her legs 
bare where her skirt had gently fallen 
back, she appeared to have taken a sug- 
gestive position. Her knees were turned 
slightly outward, and the inner sides of her 
thighs made it seem that more was being 
shown than actually was. 

Conrad said something to her. While he 
was speaking she drew one knee up. He 
finished his sentence, looking directly into 
her eyes; and nothing in his manner indi- 
cated that he had noticed anything out of 
the ordinary. But the whole underside of 
her leg, the side toward him, was bare to 
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his sight from knee to buttock. It hung 
there like a gigantic, ripe, unbelievable— 
and, for a fact, somewhat ill-propor- 
tioned—pear. It was funny how much 
there was to a woman’s leg, and what you 
usually see even when a dress flies up in 
running or getting on a bus is just nothing 
compared to the whole length of ham and 
thigh that there is to it. Her skin was pink 
under a coating of tan, and he could even 
see the line of lighter color where her bath- 
ing suit no doubt kept her upper thigh from 
tanning. Where the naked leg joined its 
twin on the seat there was—there was— 
no, it was growing dark, and there was 
nothing. Conrad sighed, but continued to 
make light conversation while enjoying 
the full pleasure of the juniper berry and 
the partial pleasure of the flesh. 

Clara wanted to talk about her sister 
Rita, and circumstances being what they 
were, naturally you sat there and let her 
talk. But when the breeze which had been 
friendly before turned spiteful and carried 
her skirt down again, and she, feeling 
some movement of her dress, covered her 
legs entirely, he was tired of the terrace. 
He rose, and Clara jumped from her chair. 

‘We'll go in,’’ she said. “I'll show you 
what | found.”’ 

Inside she said, ‘‘Shall | bring the draw- 
er down or would you rather see it just as | 
found it? | suppose that would be best. It's 
in her bedroom upstairs. ’’ 

He followed her up the stairs, stifling 
with an effort a sudden urge to run his wrist 
up between the legs that were just in front 
of his nose. Run his wrist up and get it all 
dripping wet in her cunt. But it would star- 
tle her, he realized, and she would proba- 
bly be bone-dry there anyhow. Docilely, 
then, he followed her into her sister's bed- 
room. Clara unlocked a bureau drawer 
with a nail file—her expertness showed 
that she had been in that drawer more 
than once since discovering its contents. 

‘| could put the drawer on the bed if you 
want to look at it,’’ she said. He agreed. 

‘First of all,’ he said, ‘“we have ——" 

‘‘Oh, these are mine!”’ Clara exclaimed, 
snatching from his hand a pair of light 
green silk panties which lay atop a thick 
morocco-bound book. She hustled the 
panties into a closet and came back and 
sat by him. 

‘| thought this was Rita’s drawer,” he 
suggested. 

‘|__| was using that old silk thing as a 
dustcloth on the day | discovered this,’ 
she explained lamely. She was rosy with 
blushes, and Conrad eyed her with some 
amusement. He could almost see her 
wondering whether it was true that hair 
grows on your palm if you play with your- 
self and then everybody can tell. But he 


tried to remain noncommital. 

‘‘Yes,’”’ he said. ‘‘A dustcloth. | see.” 

He returned to his inspection of the 
drawer, and began laying the objects on 
the bed. He put down the black book and 
picked up a smaller one in padded ivory 
leather with a ridiculous little miniature 
lock that did not lock. Rita’s diary. The 
handwriting was soft and curling. An enve- 
lope of silk with a Chinese letter on it in red 
brush strokes. Contents—Clara averted 
her eyes—six condoms of extraordinary 
good manufacture, printed in gay colors 
and curiously armed with an array of rub- 
ber spikes, knobs, dimples, nipples, fins, 
studs, tiny fingers, whiskers and bits of 
sponge. One book of etchings, handtinted 
with watercolors; scorpion bookplate at 
the front. A glance was sufficient to ex- 
plain the type of etchings these were. The 
workmanship was sumptuous, though. 
His eyes lingered for a moment on one 
etching of two girls 69ing while they 
swung through the air, supported by flying 
rings in which the one with her head down 
had hooked her knees. Clara could not re- 
sist peeking to see which drawing had 
struck his notice. He looked up suddenly 
and she swallowed hard. 

Next came a small bocca-da-gazza 
case of shantung silk with a bone clasp. 
Inside were two silver balls of a size some- 
what smaller than a walnut. They rang gai- 
ly when Conrad shook the box gently. 
Clara looked puzzled, but he knew she 
was too shy to ask for an explanation. 
‘Japanese,’ he said, ‘‘rinnetama set.” 
Clara nodded brightly as though she really 
knew what the hell he was talking about. 
Then three small volumes, each with the 
now familiar scorpion bookplate: Memoirs 
of Madame Condeux, Sixty-nine Delightful 
Ways to Sin, The Art of the Tongue, and 
Ten Inches Above the Garter. The last two 
were combined in one volume, illustrated 
with photographs. After this came an ob- 
ject which was, yet was not, a male sex 
organ. It was a rubber replica, excellent in 
proportion and design, hollow rather than 
solid and therefore extremely lifelike to the 
touch, and made to fit standards which 
were indeed exacting, at least as to size. 
Its workmanship was, indeed, its fault. It 
was too real. Even the coloring was per- 
fectly human. Every vein was indicated, 
every nuance of tan and pink and red. 
Clara’s cheeks were crimson. 

Finally there was a small cat-o’-nine- 
tails, but with only five tails. It was of the 
finest and softest leather—kidskin certain- 
ly, Conrad was sure—wound and braided 
by a master hand, tooled and worked with 
a wealth of fine design. Beside this there 
was a small silver box, not unlike a snuff- 
box, and holding a quantity of broken 
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greenish-black shreds not unlike tea. 

‘‘Cannabis,’’ said Conrad, sniffing it. 

‘What?’ Clara asked. 

‘Hm? Oh—a—a sort of Indian tobacco. 
We'll have to try some of it sometime. It’s 
hard to get because of the tax.”’ 

They sat in the midst of Rita’s secret sex 
life, like two castaways amidst their ship’s 
debris, and they said nothing. 

‘‘What do you make of it all?’’ she finally 
asked. 

“It’s very interesting,’’ said Conrad. 
‘Very. But | don't know that it proves any- 
thing much. But there’s the diary—you 
read it, didn’t you?”’ Clara nodded. He 
picked it up and rifled through the pages, 
finally selecting one and knitting his brows 
over it. He handed it to Clara. ‘‘l don’t 
seem to be able to make out the handwrit- 
ing,’ he said. ‘Would you read me a cou- 
ple of pages?”’ 

“Oh, but really!’’ Clara remonstrated. 
‘Why, just the words are so—so, | just 
couldn't!” 

‘Come now, don't be silly,’’ he said 
firmly. ‘‘How else can we investigate this 
thing?’ He moved some of the objects 
aside and sat down beside her, handing 
her the book. ‘‘Here, begin with this 
entry.” 

‘It was wonderful last night,’ ’’ Clara 
began in a low voice after a hesitant mo- 
ment. “ ‘It was more wonderful than ever, 
just as it always seems to be.’”’ Clara 
stopped uncertainly. 

“Go on,’’ Conrad said. ‘‘That’s very 
good. | couldn't make out a word of that 
myself.” 

‘ “Twent to his apartment. He was wait- 
ing for me,’ ’’ Clara recommenced, her 
voice now determined but still a bit qua- 
very. ' ‘We didn’t say a word, but he 
kissed me as soon as | was in the door. 
When he did that our bodies touched, and 
| knew that he had been thinking of me for | 
felt—felt ——’ ”’ 

‘Go on,’’ said Conrad. ‘‘What’s the 
matter?”’ 

“| can't read that word.” 

He took the book from her hands and 
Studied it. “‘ ‘Prick,’ ’’ he said; “‘ ‘felt his 
prick.’ She says she felt his prick. Go on.”’ 

‘But | can’t read words like that out loud 
to you.’ 

He took her hand. ‘Dear, sweet girl,’’ 
he said tenderly. ‘I’m sorry to have to ask 
you to do this. But your innocence will 
keep such words from actually touching 
you. I’m the only one who hears you say 
them, and | know that it is not you who is 
saying them, but Rita. You must be Rita’s 
voice for me, Clara, if we are to learn what 
has happened to her. Every word in this 
diary may be important to us.’’ 

“lll try,’’ Clara said. Conrad patted her 
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knee, and then patted her above the knee. 

‘“l Knew that he had been thinking of 
me, for | felt his—prick pressing against 
my belly. We fairly ran into the living room, 
and there, before that great Chinese Buda- 
dha, | pulled off my things. | shook the 
snow from my coat and then | stripped, 
from my coat to my skin, without once 
pausing. My darling simply stood and 
stared while | peeled off my clothes, for | 
was in a perfect fury to be rid of them, and 
have him on me instead. Still, | remem- 
bered how he likes to see me in the vari- 
ous progressive stages of undress, and | 
took time to let him see everything nice 
that there was to see about each stage. | 
looked back over my shoulder while | took 
off my snow boots with the white fur rills 
after my coat and dress and underwear 
were off, and how his eyes were shining. | 
knew he could see my pussy between the 
cheeks of my bottom, and he loves that. 
Men are so silly. 

‘' “As soon as | was stark naked | ran to 
the fire that was burning in the grate and 
stood by it, pretending to warm my be- 
hind. | wasn’t merely pretending, though, 
for it was really terribly cold outside. Then 
he came to me and said that he would 
warm it for me, so | got a footstool and 
bent across it and had him caress my be- 
hind. That warmed both of us! Then, when 
he had finished, he threw a log into the fire 
and took off his clothes. 

 ‘T lay at his feet adoring him while he 
undressed. My bottom was burning and 
my cunt itched like fire. For a girl like me 
it's so wonderful to belong to a man so 
thoroughly! As soon as he would let me, | 
pulled myself to my knees and began to 
kiss his thighs and his belly and his prick. 
But he wouldn't let me put it in my mouth 
then, no matter how much | begged him. 
He took me to the sofa and we stretched 
out on it side by side, our bellies touching, 
and he teased me with his cock for a while. 
| thought he was never going to let me 
have it, but at last he allowed me to hold it 
in my hand and play with it, and soon! was 
holding it warmly between my legs against 
the hair of my pussy, and in just a little 
while then it began to tickle me inside my 
cunt with the tip. | was anything but cold by 
this time, but | was shivering | was so pas- 
sionate, and he teased me, asking me if | 
wanted more of a fire, so | said yes. | was 
only joking, but he took me seriously, and 
went to fetch another log. | could see his 
cock standing there so stiff and up like a 
hat rack every time | lifted my head and 
looked back, and the fire in my eyes 
seemed to make him wild. | was on fire in- 
side too, and | could hardly wait for him to 
leap on me. | threw my legs open and 
turned over onto my belly. My cunt was so 


“ “I lay at his feet adoring him 


while he undressed. My bottom 
was burning and my cunt itched 
like fire. For a girl like me it’s so 


wonderful to belong to a man!’ ” 
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BOOK BONUS 


“With Conrad possession was a 


thrill, but the thrill of the chase 


was better. To seduce an 


innocent girl just waiting to be 


seduced—there was a game” 
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wet and excited that the juice flowed all 
over my leg down to my knee, and the 
couch was dripping wet. He threw himself 
into the saddle and into my cunt he went, 
just as hard as he could. By that time his 
prick was simply bursting out of its skin 
like an overdone hot dog, and he fucked 
me like a beast. | could see that he was no 
more thinking of me as who | was than | 
don’t know what ——’ ”’ 

Clara looked up questioningly at 
Conrad. 

‘Just confused writing,’ he explained 
airily, ‘‘the recollection probably excited 
her.” 

‘I was just a cunt to him then,’ ’’ Clara 
continued. ‘‘ ‘| could do nothing but lay 
there on my back with my legs around him 
and my hands helping him—one hand 
squeezing his balls and the other hand on 
his behind the way he likes so much and 
that makes him come like a torrent. | loved 
him with all my body and soul. | came 
again and again, and the whole room 
swam around me. It was like a forest fire 
spinning out all over me from inside my 
cunt and from my burning bottom. | 
clutched at his balls so hard and dug my 
fingers into his bottom so fiercely that | 
must have hurt him with my nails. But | 
didn’t care. It was glorious. At last | felt his 
cock burst into me like a torrent, and then 
the sperm bled down around his cock and 
out of me onto the sofa while he softened 
inside me. 

‘Then, after he had fucked me, he let 
me suck it for a little while. | cleaned off all 
the sperm—1 love to do that so | have the 
taste in my mouth for hours until | drink 
coffee and cut it—and sucked the sweat 
off his balls. | got his cock in my mouth and 
was pumping it up and down to try to raise 
another hard-on so he would fuck me 
again, but he said that | was too eager and 
took it away from me. Then he told me to 
pick up my clothes and his for we were 
going upstairs to bed and fuck all night like 
a couple of minks.’ ”’ 

‘| et’s not bother with the upstairs part 
just now,’’ Conrad suggested. ‘Why 
Clara, you're trembling! What's the 
matter?”’ 

‘| just can’t believe it,’’ she said weakly. 
“That my own sister—Rita—that she’d— 
that she would ——’’ His shoulder was 
there to lean on, so lean against it she did. 
His arm went around her. It was very Cozy 
and warm. Her breasts felt funny and the 
nipples stung. ‘‘| don’t know what you 
must think of me,’’ she added after a 
moment. 

“But why in the world? You haven't 
done any of these things, have you?” he 
asked. 

“Oh no! No! Never! Why I’ve never 


even thought of them!’ She looked up at 
him with dewy eyes. ‘You do believe me, 
don’t you? | never even heard of things 
like that until | found out what was in this 
drawer.” 

“But you do think about them now? 
Now that you’ve found out?”’ He infused a 
persuasively sympathetic note into his 
voice. His eyes roamed to where he had 
watched her hide the panties they had 
found in the drawer, and her eyes followed 
his guiltily. 

“I—| can’t help thinking about it some- 
times. And those books—the funny, terri- 
ble things that are in those books!” 

Conrad drew her gently toward him and 
downward. Together they settled back 
and Clara, to her surprise, discovered in a 
faraway sort of recognition, that she was 
lying side by side with the district attorney 
on the bed. She would have thought more 
about it, but she was busy noticing the fun- . 
ny swath of gray-white hair that cut 
through for a few inches on the side of his 
head. It was so distinguished. He soothed 
her and caressed her, and before she 
knew it she had been kissed, and her lips 
had been forced open to accept the tip of a 
serpentine, searching, red tongue. She 
was a little shocked but something made 
her touch the tip of his tongue with the tip 
of hers, timidly at first and then more and 
more responsively as he sucked the pas- 
sion up into her mouth. Her mind suddenly 
took control again and she pulled her lips 
away from his, her cheeks flaming with 
shame. But he did not let her think about 
that long. 

“You know,” he told her, patting her 
hip, ‘‘| have a plan that | think will lead to 
your sister so we can get her away from 
whoever is influencing her in this way. 
There’s a bare chance, | suppose, that she 
may return, but from what we read in that 
diary | imagine she likes it wherever she is. 
We'll just have to find her—you'll have to 
find her, | should say.” 

‘‘What do | do?’’ she asked. 

“Well, if there is such a person as this 
Scorpion you talk about—and I’m saying 
that without having heard all of Rita’s dia- 
ry; you'll have to read all the rest of it to 
me, you know—well then he'll be very 
anxious not to have that ring lying around, 
now that Rita has disappeared. So tomor- 
row we’llrun an ad in the paper saying that 
such a ring has been found. If he shows 
up, perhaps you can find out something 
about him.”’ 

‘And find out where those horrible or- 
gies are that Rita mentions in her diary!” 

‘‘Yes, and where she is now,”’ he fin- 
ished. ‘‘But you'll have to have nerve, 
Clara. And —well, he may take a fancy to 


you— 
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“You mean I'd have to ——’ 

“Yes, Clara, you would. He may want to 
make love to you. You're so fresh and 
young and vital. Why a man would have to 
be made of stone—and this Scorpion is 
anything but inhibited. If you met him; if he 
took you somewhere in a car, perhaps, he 
would want to kiss you, to hold you tightly 
like this... .” 

“How awful!’’ Clara exclaimed. 

‘And he would probably squeeze your 
thigh, too. Like this. Then he would kiss 
you again.’’ He kissed her till he felt her 
grow limp in his arms. He found her young 
breasts and pressed them hungrily. His 
fingers worked in through the neck of her 
dress and softened one fruit-like titty as an 
orange is softened to pulp. ‘“‘He might 
even want to fuck you, Clara,’’ he said. 

‘He wouldn't!’’ She was so violent in 
her outburst that she threw Conrad's 
hands from her and sat up. 

‘But if finding Rita depended on it?’’ he 
asked gently. — 

She bit her lip and tried to look resolute. 
‘‘Well—I love my sister. | suppose I|’d do 
anything to find her and bring her back. 
But I’ve never done anything like that. |— 
I—well, yes, | would though. To get Rita 
back. I'd let him do anything he wanted.”’ 

“| don't think you could. | don’t think you 
could even undress in front of a man with- 
out dying of shame. Could you undress in 
front of me now?” 

‘But nothing depends on it now.” 

‘No, but when it does you won’t be able 
to cope with the situation, I’m afraid. May- 
be wed better turn the matter over to the 
police. You're willing to help, but | don’t 
think you could go through with it. Timidity, 
you know. After all you're a virgin.” 

‘| would not be timid! Not if getting Rita 
back depended on it. | have plenty of 
nerve, | do.”’ 

‘‘Nerve enough to pretend that I’m this 
scorpion person? And that I've just told 
you that | won't help you if you don't un- 
dress to the skin this minute? That might 
be just what happens.” 

‘| have plenty of nerve,’’ Clara repeat- 
ed. She made herself stand up. She was 
blushing, and she was trembling. The D.A. 
was trembling too, but not as noticeably. 

She unbuttoned her dress at the front. It 
was belted, and she took the belt off, and 
there was a zipper placket at the side that 
she unfastened. Her skin showed through 
pinkly between the edge of her brassiere 
and the waist of her panties as seen 
through the open zipper now. ‘‘Do you 
really want me to undress?”’ she faltered, 
hoping for a final reprieve. He shrugged 
as though to say, ‘‘l told you you didn't 
have the nerve,’’ and she closed her lips 
tightly and gathered folds of her dress in 
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her fists, raising it over her bare thighs to 
her hips. He saw the lacy panties that he 
had only imagined before on the terrace. 
Then she took the dress off over her head 
with crossed arms, tugging to pull the 
tight-fitting cloth past the gorgeous bulge 
of her breasts. | 

Her underthings—what there was to 
them—fitted her like a dream. But even a 
dream was superfluous on her. At his nod 
she unfastened the brassiere, but she did 
itthe hard way, slipping the straps off first 
and slowly reaching behind her with one 
hand to undo the snap, but by then one 
nipple had peeped out. The brassiere fell 
away along her arms. Her breasts were 
terribly young, the tips pouting upward 
and the flesh firm and high but with a rich 
groove between them. They were the 
golden color of melons and as round. 
Conrad smiled wolfishly. ““You have more 
nerve than | thought,” he told her, by way 
of encouragement. 

Clara bent to take off one shoe, and her 
breasts swung forward like temple bells, 
slowly and resplendently. It made her 
ashamed, they seemed so alive, and the 
other shoe she took off by lifting her foot 
up and back to one side and reaching 
down. The movement raised her breasts 
this time, and Conrad’s palms went 
sweaty with wanting to reach for them 
without waiting. But he restrained himself. 
He couldn't risk frightening the quarry. Not 
when she was almost within reach al- 
ready. With Conrad possession was a 
thrill, of course, but the thrill of the chase 
was better. A fuck was a fuck most of the 
time, but to seduce an innocent young girl 
who was obviously just waiting to be se- 
duced but fought against it half-hearted- 
ly—there was a game. 

With her shoes off Clara looked even 
smaller and more helpless. And the ges- 
ture of unrolling her stockings and pulling 
them off was exciting less because it re- 
vealed the hair of her cunt under the edge 
of her panties than because it made her 
handle her own naked thighs, and made 
her more aware of her increasing nakea- 
ness before a man’s eyes. She leaned 
against a chair, and, turning her face away 
from Conrad’s, she pulled off her lace 
panties with three quick gestures, sliding 
her palms down along her sides under the 
elastic band at her waist, pushing the 
clinging material down along her thighs 
and stepping out. 

She did not try to hide the diamond 
patch of black hair at her crotch, although 
her hands fluttered a little as though she 
wanted to but was determined not to. 

‘You've never undressed before a man 
before, have you?”’ he asked softly. 

_ ““Never.’’ Her voice was even softer. 


She went to him on the bed when he beck- 
oned to her and sat down, covering her 
face with her hands. ‘‘Have | nerve 
enough?”’ she asked. He did not answer, 
but gently made her lie down next to him 
while he rested by her on one elbow, look- 
ing down at her upturned face with the dry 
and frightened lips, and caressing her 
soothingly with his free hand. 

He stroked her with his fingers from 
shoulder to knee, tickling her nipples, 
moulding her breasts, caressing her belly, 
poking between her tightly closed thighs. 
She tried to keep her arms drawn over her 
breasts to cover her nipples, although she 
did not seem to care about the dark blood- 
red line of her slit which he could see at the 
jointure of her thighs. She puzzled him. 

‘‘Why do you let me do this to you?”’ he 
asked her, smoothing his hand over her 
firm young belly. 

‘Because you told’ me to,’’ she said. — 
“You wanted to see if | had nerve enough 
to meet the Scorpion, and | wanted to 
show you that | do, that’s all.’’ She bit her 
lip. “I’m awfully ashamed of myself,’ she 
added. ‘‘! wish you wouldn’t look at me 
when you feel me, or feel me when you 
look at me. | feel terribly dirty.’ 

‘Aren't you letting me do this because 
you want me to?”’ 

‘‘No, oh, no! | don’t want you to do it at 
all. | want to go away in a corner and cry. | 
hate it.”’ 

“Will you read some more of Rita’s dia- 
ry to me?” he asked. ‘‘Will you lie here, 
naked the way you are right now, and read 
to me?”’ 

“If you say | have to, | will,’’ she an- 
swered, her eyes shut. 

He gave her a book. It was not Rita’s 
diary. It was the Memoirs of Madame Con- 
deux. ‘‘Read some of that to me,”’ he said. 
He moved closer to her, feeling her with 
his body as well as with his hands. 

‘‘Why are you doing this to me?” she 
asked him. Whatever was in her voice was 
not resentment. She was incredulous and 
she was ashamed, but not resentful. 

“Because if you do find this Scorpion 
person,’ he explained glibly, “you'll prob- 
ably find yourself obliged to do such 
shameful things—why, things you don't 
even know the existence of.’’ He was be- 
coming a little thick-tongued with passion 
himself. ‘lf you’re going to crack | want to 
know it right now, before we make any 
definite plans. If you break down and he 
finds out what you’re up to, you may be in 
grave danger.”’ 

‘‘l told you | could do anything,’ she 
said. Her voice was very small, and her 
hands trembled so much that he did not 
think it possible for her to read from the 
page, but she could read, and she did. 
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Claudia departs from the usual and takes a look at the 
real. Homemade porn titillates as well as taxes 
our reviewer’s imagination. Real people are just bursting 
with erotic talent and some aren’t shy about showing it 
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BY CLAUDIA BLAINE 


Distinguishing the erotic from the exe- 
crable, our perspicacious and ebul- 
lient reviewer comments on current X- 
rated films and videotapes, frequently 
focusing on those that stir the mind as 
well as the privy parts. She considers 
everything from romantic, one-on-one 
fuck scenes to kinky wall-to-wall or- 
gies in observant, thematic essays. 


Over the years, mysterious sex tapes 
have come my way. Friends got them 
from friends, who got them from ... 
you get the idea. There’s not a porn 
star in sight. The folks fucking and 
sucking vary from beauty to beast, fat 
to skinny, black to white, hung like a 
horse to hardly hung at all. Their perfor- 
mances can cover the spectrum from 
self-conscious embarrassment to wild 
abandon, from a raggedy-looking 
street woman stripping drunkenly for 
the camera to a very classy handsome 
married couple kissing and then cou- 
pling in their very classy handsome 
boudorr. 

It is all fascinating to watch and 
serves to plague the brain with ques- 
tions: Who? What? Where? When? 
Why? The viewer’s imagination sup- 
plies the answers. And.no matter what 
they are, they’re right. Snatches of 
spontaneous dialogue (the quality of 
the sound is always extremely poor), 
background noises (sirens, TVs, 
planes, dogs), the relationship the 
players have with the camera, the pres- 
ence or absence of a cameraman, the 
picture quality (which varies from a 
mass of glaring haze to crisp, well-lit 
visibility), and of course, the sex itself, 
are all clues in a story that may not 
have a set resolution. A video camera, 
a willing body or two, and, voila— 
homemade porn. The technological 
revolution has met the sexual revolu- 
tion in a flurry of cocks and cunts from 
all across America. 

There are swingers who swap tapes 
like baseball cards—‘‘We'll show you 


ours if you show us yours.” (I’ve read 
the ads in the mags.) There are compa- 
nies and individuals (and those who 
claim to be individuals) who package 
and sell the stuff for those who would 
rather just watch. This genre within a 
genre is definitely worth a gander— 
and raises what is perhaps the ultimate 
question: When it comes to sex, is 
there such a thing as an amateur? 

My first encounter with homemade 
erotica was by turns boring and star- 
tling. The unmarked tape (which | have 
come to call ‘‘At Home with the Jon- 
eses’’) takes place in a room where all 
the visible furniture is draped sloppily 
with sheets. A plain-faced girl, with her 
long, shapely legs encased in black 
fishnet stockings, wears a black baby- 
doll nightie, panties and fuck-me 
pumps. She sits in an armchair, legs 
wide apart, and plays with her pussy 
and small tits. The annoying buzz of the 
camera is interrupted briefly by the un- 
mistakable sound of a Polaroid camera 
and of movement in the room. On and 
on the girl masturbates. The camera 
wobbles, moves in closer, loses focus, 
wobbles some more, until eventually 
her furry untrimmed pussy comes into 
view. It’s not close up enough to be a 
real gyno shot, but itis closer. Her hand 
moving around and around on her twat 
becomes hypnotic and tinged with a 
creeping excitement. A smoother pull- 
back of the shot is accompanied by her 
almost imperceptible sighs (the first 
sexual sounds so far). The color in her 
horselike face is heightened; her ex- 
pression is languid. She is not doing 
this for the camera. She is not doing 
this for us. She is doing this entirely for 
herself. 

That very realization titillates me and 
keeps my finger from the handy fast- 
forward button. The sound of an elec- 
tronic lens heralds a surprisingly well- 
focused, wide-open-beaver shot. 
Loose, thick, leathery gray vaginal lips 
fill the screen. The constant circular 


motion of her fingers never varies in 
speed or pattern, but eventually her 
(and our) patience pays off—in 
spades! Long, low moans escape from 
her throat; the camera pulls back 
again. |am stunned. There she is, obvi- 
ously the same woman, her face grown 
beautiful, transformed by her self-in- 
duced ecstasy. ‘I’m céming. I’m com- 
ing,’’ she gasps. ‘‘No shit,” | say out 
loud and lean closer to the phenome- 
non on my screen. More sounds of the 
Polaroid. Captured for posterity. 

The tape continues for days. Her 
partner joins in for blowjobs and bang- 
ing, somewhat endearingly keeping 
the bulk of his attention on his technical 
duties, which entail jumping up from 
time to time to futz with the camera. It's 
fun to know they are the only ones in 
the room. The power dynamic swings 
easily between them—control being a 
temporary condition that ebbs and 
flows from one to the other. My own 
story for this pair has them a loving, 
sexually adventurous, unmarried but 
cohabiting couple. 

| know it’s slightly naughty of me to 
recount such goings-on when there is 
no way for my readers to witness 
same, but isn’t the very idea of explicit, 
mysterious tapes floating around out 
there in the real world exciting in and of 
itself? Who knows? Maybe some of 
you have seen it. Or, maybe two of you 
are it! Makes me feel kinda tingly and 
cosmic, but | shall try to limit myself to 
commenting on homemade porn that | 
have since gathered that is available to 
the public. 

Take, for instance, Chris, from New 
Hampshire. She is a small, well-pro- 
portioned, dark-haired lady with a pret- 
ty face that is carefully, tastefully made 
up. She puts me in mind of one of those 
saleswomen for Mary Kay cosmetics 
_.. you know, they come to your house 
and teach you how to look carefully 
and tastefully made up, and, if they sell 
you enough goop, Mary Kay gives 
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them a pink Cadillac. Anyway, Chris 
runs ads in swinger publications that 
offer up quite a different line of prod- 
ucts. Volume 1 finds our lady in a hotel 
room wearing an official sex uniform— 
black stockings, garter belt, bra and 
leather choker. Her partner is a tall, 
dark, handsome young man who has 
the longest tool I’ve seen since John- 
ny’s wad. Whoee! Thank God the light- 
ing was decent and the camera person 
knew what he or she was doing—we’'d 
hate to miss that sight, wouldn't we, la- 
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dies? | know / would. 

It's down to serious fucking and 
sucking right away. No horsing around 
with a dick like that on the premises. 
The sounds Chris makes verge on the 
animal and add oodles of excitement to 
the proceedings. 

In-camera edits are used here for the 
addition of a leash on her choker, tit 
clips on her tits and a change of venue 
from the bed to the chair. Despite the 
outward signs of submission, this is 
definitely Chris's party ... she'll come 
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if she wants to. She's sitting on the 
Stud’s lap, her back to him, her front to 
the camera. She writhes and twists, im- 
paled on his monster penis, her exu- 
berant body all but obliterating any 
view of that gorgeous hunk, whose 
hand gently, almost shyly, holds the 
leash. Chris is a consummate exhibi- 
tionist, getting off on performing for an 
audience as much as (or more than) 
fucking. Hey, I’m not complaining. She 
puts on a hell of a show. 

Titles appear. “‘Black and White, 
Starring Chris and Norris.”’ Norris is a 
very black, very African-looking guy. 
They are sitting on an old-fashionea- 
looking blue couch, both fully clothed. 
That quickly changes, but, as they un- 
dress, sex sounds are heard off-cam- 
era. Are they making another 
‘‘amateur’’ porn tape in the next room? 
Is this a video bordello? A fuck-flick 
factory? Oh, okay. The shot widens to 
include a sex vid on the TV. | feel better. 
My goodness! Norris, your cock, it’s 
_. it’s black. Chris is licking and suck- 
ing a schlong that is truly black, like lic- 
orice is black, like tires are black. I've 
never even suspected that a dick could 
be that color. Chris, my girl, you cer- 
tainly can pick ‘em. 

Again, the male part of the pair is 
gentle and perhaps a bit shy of experi- 
ence. Chris takes Norris's mind off the 
camera with a healthy, well-photo- 
graphed fuck, and he comes inside 
her! The thick white substance oozes 
out of the snug biological connection. 
Looks good. Nice shot, too. Soon 
enough, the pumping begins again and 
we fade to .. . black. 

Volume 2 proves that Chris doesn't 
discriminate against the average-size 
and -color cock. A trio of just those 
joins the big C in a hot fourway. As 
juice spurts from the rods, due to 
Chris’s expert oral ministrations, she 
says gleefully, ‘‘l fuckin’ love it."’ Well, | 
fuckin’ believe it. 

Then, it's another room, another 
man and greener lighting. Chris hadn't 
lost her enthusiasm, but mine is begin- 
ning to wane, when suddenly out 
comes the vibrator, evoking those ani- 
mal sounds of hers and impassioned 
cries of: ““Oh, my cunt! My cunt! It's go- 
ing crazy!’’ How can you help but love 
her? These tapes are available from 
Chris, P.O. Box 2014, Salem, N.H. 
03079, for $40.00 (shipping included). 

Opting for a brief respite from all 


One of the very winsome hoofers in 


Girls of the Chorus Line. 
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those real people and the sirain they 
put on my imagination, | popped in a 
few commercial tapes. 

Little Red Riding Hood, produced by 


‘Western Visuals and directed by Paul 


Thomas, was certainly a change of 
pace. Alicia Monet, in the title role, lives 
with Ona Z under the guise of being her 
ward, but, as we learn from Mother 
Goose (the narrator played by Siobhan 
Hunter), they are really lesbian lovers 
of the forty-seventh degree. A hot tryst 
between the two attests to the fact ut- 
tered by Ms. Goose. This is a wacky 
piece. Red has a threeway with Hansel 
and Gretel. Ron Jeremy plays the wolf 
dressed like a Chicago gangster, while 
the rest of the cast is in ancient fairy- 
tale drag. Jerry Butler, as the hero 
woodsman, has a chat with himself as 
to the cause of the disturbance he 
hears: ‘‘Ifit’s just people having sex, I'll 
be so embarrassed . . . but if someone 
is really in trouble and | ignore it, "Il 
never be able to live with myself.”’ Car- 
toon angst, delivered with Butler's own 
comic genius. The music is reminis- 
cent of the Keystone Cops and adds to 
the silliness. A priest with a sketch pad 
is often on hand to do drawings of sex- 
ual activity. Just screwball fun, in every 
sense of the word. Available from 
Western Visuals, 15745 Stagg St., Van 
Nuys, Calif. 91406, or by calling 800- 
257-3777 (in Calif. 800-621-1190), for 
$45.00 plus $3.00 shipping. 

Sins of the Wealthy, Part 2, pro- 
duced by Maxwell Leigh and directed 
by Jane Waters and Naomi Goldsmith, 
actually has all the trappings one would 
expect rich folks to have, including a 
Rolls Royce, an indoor Jacuzzi with a 


Two of the wealth of transgressions 
from Sins of the Wealthy, Part 2. 
Ee <a eeeeee 
view and a sauna. The best sex scene 
features the servants, all oiled up and 
sweating, in the sauna. The video fea- 
iures strong performances by Scott 
irish, Don Fernando, Elie Rio, and the 
black beauty, Angel Kelly, who looks 
soooo good here. Her chocolate 
curves glisten, her half-shaved pussy 
throbs, and her tan lines (yes, tan lines) 
create three perfect triangles on her 
lovely bod. Later, there is even a Sur- 
prising plot twist. This is a good one. 
Available from Mark Richards Co., P.O. 
Box 3775, Van Nuys, Calif. 91407, or 
by calling 818-892-9868 for $24.95, 
shipping included. 

Girls of the Chorus Line, produced 
by Maxwell Leigh and directed by 
Lazlo V., is a pretty good takeoff on the 
long-running Broadway play, A Chorus 
Line. Here, however, Tits and Ass is 
more than a song. Each auditioning 
dancer relates a sexual tale, usually 
beginning with the folks clad in dance 
togs (always sexy outfits, no”). Most of 
the stories recount lost loves and, 
handily, the missing partner is waiting 
backstage. A hotter-than-bath-water 
tub scene features two killer blonde 
babes and bubbles. The banana sur- 
prise focuses on chocolate-covered 
cock and whipped-cream cunt. How 
sweet it is. A troubling turn occurs 
when the final onstage orgy pairs ev- 
eryone up, but not necessarily with the 
reunited loved one. It is never ex- 
plained and therefore seems mere 
carelessness. How can we care if they 
don’t? Also, lots of footage does dou- 


ble duty in a rehash sex montage at the 
very end. It gives the impression that 
the videomaker was cheaping out. 
There are some hot images, but, hey, 
we've seen this already. Available from 
Mark Richards Co., P.O. Box 3775, 
Van Nuys, Calif. 91407, or by calling 
818-892-9868 for $24.95, including 
shipping. 

Watching the usual porn fare was in- 
deed comfortable and easy. Faces, as 
well as more intimate body parts were 
recognizable as individuals and were 
as welcome as Old, trusted friends. The 
familiar formula, the superior audio and 
visual technical quality, the attempt at 
plot and continual music during sex 
added something to the eroticism ... 
but also took something away. Home- 
made porn and commercial porn offer 
different things. One isn’t better than 
the other. Homemade sometimes pre- 
sents an incredible intimacy, at other 
times, a realization of someone's fanta- 
sy, or maybe just a whopping good 
time. Commercial videos generally 
make sex emotionally safe. As view- 
ers, we know that the situation isn’t real 
and that the people we are watching 
are doing a job. They may enjoy the 
work, but they do get paid for it. 

#002. An alluring title? | think not, 
but when this homemade tape gets be- 
yond the first scene—a very stilted 
strip-poker game—and the ensuing 
oral threeway, it’s dynamite. The lady is 
gorgeous. Her husband is older, with a 
very well-preserved body, distin- 
guished gray hair and obviously filled 
with desire (dare | say love?) for his 
wife. First, we are treated to the jeune 
fille going solo ona blue-sheeted water 
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bed. Her shaved twat turns her on as 
much as it does us. The next section of 
this tape could probably save mar- 
riages. Dressed like a businessman 
and a preppy, this super couple kiss 
and grope on a dusty-blue-carpeted 
window seat. They are so into each 
other that when the camera operator 
yells ‘“‘Break,’’ they take no notice. 
Wisely, the camera keeps going. They 
keep kissing, stripping, feeling, coo- 
ing, as they move toward the bed. At 
one point, a wisp of hair falls across her 
face. Breathtaking. They perform a 
consummate 69. He comes. She licks 
Still... 

#007. Two robed guys, lying on a 
futon, chat briefly about the girl who will 
be arriving shortly. She does. Introduc- 
tions are made. Horniness is the driv- 
ing force all round in this anonymous 
encounter. They all look like good- 
looking college kids. A pleasant 
threeway. Period. 

Both #002 and #007 are available 
from Sundance Associates, P.O. Box 
8504, Denver, Colo. 80201, for $29.95 
each, plus $1.50 shipping, no matter 
how many tapes you order. 

I’m hooked. Reality is a rush, believe 
me. A lot of this stuff you'd expect to 
find in your bed, not in a porn flick. 
Sometimes, watching homemade on 
fast-forward is like watching commer- 
cial on regular play, but something un- 
expected could happen, and | just 
don’t want to miss it. 

Something very exciting is happen- 
ing here. Home video has become the 
new sex toy of the masses and they are 
putting it to very good use. We 
shouldn’t be surprised at the erotic 
quality of these tapes. Hey, Penthouse 
Letters proves with every issue that the 
real exploits of real people are more 
exciting than fiction. 

If you haven’t seen any homemade (| 
refuse to call it amateur) porn, please 
check it out. But why stop there? How 
about all you horny, imaginative read- 
ers doing in video what you do in let- 
ters? Share your sexual fantasies with 
us ...in a high-tech way. 

I'm willing to bet that many of you al- 
ready have hot, interesting and oh-so- 
real tapes of yourselves. I'd love to see 
‘em. Show me what you've been writ- 
ing about all these years. Technology 
can expand our world. Maybe it’s the 
coming of the the global bedroom? 
Why not? Send me your tapes. Claudia 
Blaine, Penthouse Letters, 1965 
Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10023- 
5965. | can hardly wait... 
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Bull Durham, produced by Thom 
Mount and Mark Burg, and direct- 
ed by Ron Shelton, brings us sex 
via small-town, minor-league 
baseball. Susan Sarandon plays a 
quirky, red-hot fan. She looks 
great in her unusual outfits and 
seethes with passion, managing 
to be funny and erotic at the same 
time. Tim Robbins, as ‘‘Nuke,”’ her 
chosen man of the season, is a 
sublimely talented but undisci- 
plined pitcher—and your arche- 
typal dumb jock—who desperate- 
ly needs to learn all the lady has to 
teach. One scene finds him in a 
jockstrap and lacy black garter 
belt—this is no mere caprice; it im- 
proves his. pitching. Kevin 
Costner, as a retired catcher 
called back up to break in Nuke, is 
understated, smart and sexy. He 
plays harder to get, and once got, 
stays harder longer. Good story, 
unique characters, funny dialogue 
and plenty of sex. 


A Fish Called Wanda, produced 
by Michael Shamberg and direct- 
ed by Charles Crichton, is a de- 
lightful, modern farce. Jamie Lee 
Curtis plays a girl called Wanda 
who is willing to fuck anyone who 
might be helpful to her criminal 


John Cleese and Jamie Lee Cur- 
tis in A Fish Called Wanda. 
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plans and everyone who can 
String a few foreign phrases to- 
gether. John Cleese really gets to 
her with Russian, sending Jamie 


into a solo frenzy invoiving a thick | 


yellow rope. Kevin Kline, a lunatic 
who gets off on the odor of his own 
armpits, uses Italian to get Ms. 
Curtis to spread ‘em. While she’s 
always flashing lots of cleavage, 
she never shows us her tits. 
Weird, she usually does. More 
comic than erotic, but loaded with 
funny sex. 


Prick Up Your Ears, produced by 
Andrew Brown and directed by 
Stephen Frears, is a story of ho- 
mosexual love and sex, based on 
the life of playwright Joe Orton 
(Gary Oldman) and his lover Ken- 
neth (Alfred Molina). This flick pre- 
sents an honest look at that 
particular life-style. The actors are 
superb, making it very easy for us 
to accept their relationship. Joe’s 
first experience with Kenneth is 
his first with a man, and it’s han- 
dled very naturally, with humor 
and tenderness. The relationship 
between Orton’s biographer and 
the biographer’s wife parallels the 
often tortured one between ‘the 
boys’’ and serves to point up the 
fact that we’re all just folks, re- 
gardiess of what our sexual pref- 
erence may be. 
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HOT STUFE 


You only need to take that first juicy 
bite to know that sometimes there’s 


extra excitement, extra fun and extra 


bliss in extramarital sex! 
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ome people are faithful; some are not. We at PL are 

loathe to pass judgment as this month’s ‘Hot Stuff” 

focuses on four juicy extramarital adventures. Put 

adultery down, if you will, but sometimes one just 
can’t help being tempted by the fruit of another. It’s been 
so ever since Eve lured Adam with the apple. Today a 
ripe banana or sweet cherry makes many a mouth water. 
The following letters are from readers who’ve sunk their 
teeth—and much more—into forbidden fruit. 


I’m sitting here in my office and still can't 
believe what has happened to me in the last few days. It all 
started when Eve, my wife of five years, went upstate io 


watch my sister's children for a week. Eve is a beautiful, 


black-haired, blue-eyed, twenty-nine-year-old bombshell, 
with a pair of thirty-seven-inch boobs that send me into 
convulsions whenever | get my hands on them. | have al- 
ways been a big-tit man. Her tits are really sensitive, and 
once you grab those big nipples and start sucking, she be- 
comes putty in your hands. We have been faithful to each 
other in the past, and only on heated occasions have we 
discussed swinging. 

Knowing that she was going to be gone for a week, we 
had a terrific session before she left. In the past I'd always 
had to coax her to swallow my come when she blew me, 
but not this time. And when she put that tight cunt to work, 
| forgot about everything else. She has muscles in her cunt 
that grab you and milk all the come out of your balls. 

My sales job carries me all over the state, but I’m not 
usually gone more than a day or two. This time, though, 
since | knew there wasn’t anyone to come home to, | de- 
cided to travel to some of my more distant accounts and 
then to stop by to see Eve later in the week. 

On Thursday | got to my sister’s town and had lunch with 
a Client. All during lunch | thought about popping in on Eve 
and surprising her. My client, Jack, is a little runt of a man, 
about thirty-five years old, but with a very good personality. 


He is one of my biggest accounts. Over lunch he was tell- 


When the classic adulterous office fling gets steamy, it can 
lead to the boiler room for some real heat. 
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Without the luxury of time and place, the 
forbidden affair is carried out with even 
greater relish and abandon. 


ing me about this fox he had recently met 
and scored with on the first night. He was 
saying how he couldn't believe that any 
woman could have such control of her 
cunt muscles and that her boobs were out 
of this world. He was meeting her that af- 
ternoon at her house and couldn't wait to 
get there. He left, and | tried to call Eve but 
didn’t get an answer, so | went over to the 
house. 

When | arrived, | noticed that Eve's car 
was there along with three others. | walked 
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up the front steps and tried the bell but got 
no answer. Knocking didn’t bring anyone 
to the door, either. So | started to look in 
the windows. | almost died when | came to 
the second window. There was Eve on her 
hands and knees with Jack ramming his 
huge dick in and out of her cunt. A second 
guy’s dick was in her mouth and a couple 
was locked in a 69 on the floor beside 
them. | was transfixed by what | saw. | 
watched as Jack pumped that monster in 
and out of my wife’s cunt while the guy in 
front of her pistoned his in and out of her 
mouth proudly. When he started to come, 
he pulled out and squirted all over her. 
Then she grabbed his dick and licked it 
while Jack pumped harder and let her 
have it, too. 

The couple finished their session and 
the girl came over to Eve, pushed her 
back and started to suck and pinch her 
nipples. This got Eve going again. The two 
women got in a 69 and went to town on 
each other. When Eve finally lifted her face 
from the other woman's snatch, it was 
smeared with pussy juice. 

The guys had a few minutes of rest and 
then began to roll again. Jack lay back on 
the floor and Eve straddled him, working 
that big fucker into her cunt while one of 
the other guys tongued her clit and the 
third knelt by her mouth. The girl started in 
on Eve's tits. 

That’s when | left. | couldn't take any 
more. It was some shock, watching my 
wife getting it in every way possible. But it 
was exciting at the same time. | was hurt 
only because she hadn't discussed it with 
me first. Hell, | would have accepted it if | 
could have been in on it, too. | now have 
decided that if that’s what she wants, | can 
live with it. You should see the party I'm 
cooking up for her. She’ll have all the 
dicks she can handle, and probably more, 
but the difference is that she'll also have to 
watch me with some lovely ladies I’ve dis- 
covered lately. 


About two years ago | was 
promoted to a management position. This 
gave me the opportunity to meet many 
more people in the company than | had 
before. For example, hardly a day went by 
when | didn’t go to the engineering depart- 
ment to get something clarified. There was 
one female drafting-person who was in 
her early forties but was still very womanly 
inher appearance, shape and personality. 
| was then twenty-nine. 

Over time we became friendly and | 
started eating lunch with her in her office. 
The rest of the office crew would go out to 
lunch, so we were usually alone. Eventual- 
ly our talks turned to our mates, and | 
found that sex in her marriage had gotten 
to the once-a-month stage—most of the 
time she was left high and dry. | had no 
plans of starting anything with her, be- 


cause | was happy at home—and too shy! 
During our conversations, though, she 
found out that | loved nylons and garters. 

One day | went into her office for lunch 
and the room was empty. Figuring she 
had gone out, | proceeded to eat. Con- 
nected to the drafting area is another room 
that is no longer used. | heard her call me 
from inside that room. As | entered, | heard 
the door close and lock after me. She 
came up behind me and held me close, 
caressing my chest and abdomen while 
kissing my neck. | turned and we melted 
together, kissing deeply. While we were 
kissing, she backed herself up against a 
desk and sat on the edge. She was wear- 
ing a dress with a generous slit up the front 
and | could see and feel her soft, gorgeous 
thighs. As | explored, my fingers came 
upon the top edges of nylons. She was 
wearing my dreamed-of garter belt— 
black lace. This woman had me now. Wild 
horses couldn't drag me away. 

She gently pushed me back and 
opened her blouse, revealing a beautiful, 
lace, half-cup bra that held two of the ful- 
lest breasts |’d ever dreamed of. Peeking 
over the top edge of the lace were two 
sweet nipples, hard for the nibbling. She 
reached down, undid my pants and pulled 
out my now rock-hard cock. She promptly 
began flicking it with her tongue and be- 
gan caressing my cock as only a woman's 
mouth can. | was torn between letting her 
have my come in her mouth or feeling 
those lovely nylons against my thighs. 

| straightened her up and moved be- 
tween her legs. It felt like hot velvet as | 
entered her. We started moving slowly, 
but that quickly changed to a frenzy of 
hard, solid fucking. It was over much too 
soon. | felt her clutch me closer and moan 
deeply as | left my load of steamy come 
deep inside of her. 

We kissed and hugged and quickly got 
our clothes back in order before going 
back to her desk. While we finished our 
lunch, we made a date to do it again, but 
more thoroughly. When we kept our date, | 
reveled in stockings, garters and lacy bras 
the whole night through. | have never been 
so satisfied as during that experience. 

| now know that the older woman defi- 
nitely knows how to satisfy a man and 
make him feel like a true lover. I've been 
true to my wife since my fling ended, but | 
still Keep one eye open for the older lover 
who will know how to satisfy all my needs. 


| am twenty-five years old, 
but, since | first discovered the joys of sex, 
I've never met a more luminous lover than 
R. | was married for four dreadful years 
when this man came into my life. My hus- 
band had done business with him and, 
since he was away at night, | transacted 
some ‘‘business’”’ for myself. R and | were 
just close friends at first. During his visits 
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we would talk, and | became very fond of 
him. Ris very attractive and has the sort of 
personality that will sweep any girl off her 
feet. He is entrancing. 

One night | walked him to the door to 
say good night when a sensuous smile 
came across his lips. He leaned over and 
took me in his arms, and his wonderful, full 
lips met mine. His tongue slid into my 
mouth somewhat cautiously, as if to feel 
my reaction. | met his kiss with such enthu- 
siasm that he could not doubt how | felt. 
This kiss wrapped itself around my soul 
and sent my head soaring. | was quivering 
with excitement from head to toe and curs- 
ing the fact that my husband would be 
home soon. | didn't want a quickie with this 
man! No, | wanted to savor every inch of 
that beautiful body. | was also anticipating 
what that delicious, darting tongue could 
do in other places. He left, but he filled my 
night with wet, lonely dreams. 

The next evening, when he came over, | 
was not alone. A young lady whom | had 
also been seeing was there. The night 
turned into an unexpected but very excit- 
ing menage a trois. | can’t go into the de- 
tails of this experience, because it’s 
difficult to remember precisely what tran- 
spired. What | remember most was the ex- 
traordinary passion of this man. But the 
night that is really imprinted on my mind is 
the next night. 

He came by fairly early. We sat and 
talked, cuddled, and just enjoyed being 
with each other. It was not long before we 
headed for the bedroom. As | undressed, 
his eyes made love to every inch of flesh | 
revealed. Those beautiful, blue eyes 
looked at me so hungrily that | thought | 
was about to be devoured. 

| joined him on the bed, and he took me 
in his arms and kissed me with the same 
intense passion of our first kiss. | melted 
into him. My body was his. His wet kisses 
found their way to my breasts. He sucked 
my nipples for so very long—so softly, so 
gently. His tongue flicked around them, 
sending tremors to my cunt. | thought | 


had surely died and gone to heaven. His © 


hand slipped down between my legs and 
found my wet pussy. His hands, his 
fingers, teased me to an almost unbear- 
able state of excitement. Then he pulled 
me close and placed his body over mine. 
The scent of him, the softness of his hair, 
and the tantalizing things he was doing 
to me, just drove me crazy. Without the 
use of his hands, he guided that beau- 
tiful long stalk into my tunnel of love. | real- 
ized then that a penis is the world’s most 
perfect paradox. Nothing else so trans- 
forms the softest gentleness into ani- 
malistic strength. He would pump away 
at me furiously and then roll me into 
another position, and delightfully tease 
me by taking his cock almost com- 
pletely out of my vagina and then in- 
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serting it again very, very slowly. 

Again and again, he brought me so 
close to orgasm that | felt the quakes be- 
ginning. Then he would tease me away 
from it. Finally, with long, lusty strokes, he 
took me to the heights of my passion. | 
think the very ground below me shook, 
and | nearly created a tidal wave in my wa- 
ter bed. | came with an intensity |'d never 
before experienced. My bcdy flickered 
with such fire! Slowly, his strokes became 
harder and harder, and pounded deeper 
into me. His breathing became spasmod- 
ic, and | felt his cock throbbing inside me. | 
got so excited that it started all over again. 

Since that night we've continued our af- 
fair. | have no other choice. |’d barter my 
very soul for that big penis of his. R is an 
avid reader of Penthouse Letters, and |'m 
sure that, if you print this, he will read it and 
know that | wrote it. 


It's that time of year when | 
do volunteer work obtaining pledges for a 
community charity. Normally, we go in 
teams of two, because it seems to work 
better in obtaining commitments. 

It was last Saturday and the other mem- 
ber of my team could not make it, so | was 
alone when | called on one of the families 
on my list. | arrived about one o'clock and 
the lady invited me in, explaining that her 
husband had just left with the kids for a 
local football game and would not be back 
until about six. She insisted that we have a 
Coke and a sandwich together while | dis- 
cussed the charity with her, since she was 
the one in the family who determined how 
much to give. I'll call her Elaine. She was 
not a beauty, but she was nice-looking, 
sort of solidly built but not fat (probably 
about one hundred forty pounds) and per- 
haps thirty-five to forty years of age. |’m 
only twenty-four and cannot always judge 
a woman's age. 

She eventually suggested that she 
show me the house. She was very thor- 
ough in explaining the paintings, many of 
which she had done herself. Before long, 
we were in her bedroom. She was ex- 
plaining that they had twin beds, not be- 
cause she liked them but because her 
husband really didn't care for sex. She 
looked at me and asked, ‘Can you under- 
stand a man not wanting sex?” | an- 
swered, ‘‘No, | can’t. He must be unique. ”’ 
That was when she just put her arms 
around me. She proceeded to give me a 
passionate kiss as she slid her tongue into 
my mouth and began feeling my cock 
through my pants. When she felt my hara- 
on, she said, ‘‘Let’s do it,’’ and she started 
to slip her dress off. Naturally, | un- 
dressed, too. 

she was really hungry for love. She 
pulled me on top of her and was guiding 
my cock into her without any foreplay oth- 
er than kissing. Her pussy was wet before 


During the “business lunch” a lot of funny 
business is conducted between munch- 


ing on the tasty morsels at hand. 


| ever got inside of her, and after about five 
minutes, we were both coming. She was 
pumping her pelvis up at me so hard that | 
was afraid she was going to throw me off. 
Boy, could she ever fuck! We had one 
more go—with a blowjob in between— 
and then we got dressed. She asked me 
to leave the pledge card with her and said 
that | should come back two weeks later, 
on Saturday afternoon at the same time. 
She said she’d have a good pledge to 
make at that time. 
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LOVE MATCH 
PERSONALS ARE: 


_ ____ FRIENDLY 
_ FUN WAY TO MEET 
NEW FRIENDS 


~ YOUR LOVE MATCH 
S A PHONE CALL AWAY 


CALL NOVV! 


$2.00 FIRST MINUTE 
45¢ EACH ADDITIONAL MINUTE 


Some cities seem to be sexier than others. 
They boast events or institutions that focus 
the sexual attentions of their citizens and 
serve as symbols to the rest of the world. 
Rio has Carnival. New Orleans has Mardi 
Gras. Fort Lauderdale has spring break. 
Las Vegas has sixteen Yellow Pages’ 
worth of outcall massage services. And 
Paris has, well. . .Paris. 

Chicago boasts no single place or event 
that signalizes the hedonism of the city. 
Not that the city lacks sensual pleasures. 
For the palate there's the Taste of Chicago 
Festival, which offers samples of every 
kind of food from barbecued ribs to 
crepes suzette to chocolate-chip cheese- 
cake. For the ear there’s the Blues Fest, 
the Jazz Fest and summer-evening classi- 
cal-music concerts in Grant Park. The Art 
Institute, Buckingham Fountain and the 
parade of floats and boats lit up for Vene- 
tian Night are but three of Chicago's visual 
delights. But none of these offers the pre- 
Lenten debauchery of Rio or New Or- 
leans, or of Fort Lauderdale during spring 
break. Probably the closest thing Chicago 
has to Carnival or Mardi Gras is St. Pat- 
rick’s Day, but it focuses so much on 
drinking that more people pass out than 
make passes. Besides, St. Patrick’s Day 
falls in March, almost inevitably on a cold 
and rainy day. How sexy can one get while 
enwrapped in a heavy overcoat? 

Lust, however, is alive and thriving in 
the Windy City. As in most things locally, 
when it comes to sex Chicago can take 
pride in the diversity it offers. Major ethnic 
groups include blacks, Greeks, Germans, 
Italians, Mexicans, Koreans, Puerto Ri- 
cans, Vietnamese, Irish, Japanese, Poles 
and Filipinos. On any hot summer day 
you'll find them all down at Oak Street 
Beach in skimpy swimsuits, more than half 
of them of the fair sex. 

Like many visitors to the city, most con- 
ventioneers head to the bars and night- 
clubs in the Rush Street area. Once 
famous for its striptease joints, clip joints 
and other seedy establishments, Rush 
Street has changed. There are no longer 
any strip joints or adult bookstores. And 
you won't find many painted ladies under 
the lampposts much before three in the 
morning. These days, Rush Street is 
famed for its singles bars—as seen in 
such movies as About Last Night and 
Looking for Mr. Goodbar—bars where the 
young, available and desirous can find 
each other. 
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Weekdays, the bars and clubs in the 
area have to compete energetically for 
business. Pullers stand in the doorways, 
handing out coupons for free drinks to 
passersby. On weekends, though, the 
crowds spill out onto the sidewalk. Police 
put up barricades to keep the revelers 
from thronging in the street and blocking 
traffic. 

Some of the sexiest people to be seen 
on Rush Street work there. Nightclub and 
restaurant personnel are chosen for their 
outgoing personalities as well as their 
looks. And, after a long night of watching 
other people party, they’re usually ready 
to cut loose themselves. Sexy cocktail 
waitresses and muscular young men who 
check ID cards at club doors meet up at 
after-hours places like the Dearborn Tap 
to decompress. And decompress they do. 
Still in their revealing cocktail-serving out- 
fits, they can drink, dance and romance 
until the sun comes up. Since they don't 
have to return to work until the following 
night, there’s plenty of time for sleep. 

The hottest new sex-partner-shopping 
strip is along Ontario Street. There, celeb- 
rities in limos and big spenders in sleek, 
expensive sports cars converge on the 
Chicago branches of the trendiest trend-a- 
toriums, the Limelight and Hard Rock 
Cafe, which are located within a couple of 
blocks of each other. Also popular are 
such local eateries and nightspots as Ed 
Debevic’s, Ditka’s, the Hat Dance and 
Sieben’s Brewery. Hot summer nights on 
Ontario Street afford good reason to cele- 
brate the return of the miniskirt. Brought to 
mind is Ray Bradbury’s description from 
Dandelion Wine of moist, invading heat ra- 
diating off the sidewalk and caressing a 
woman's thighs and belly under her skirt. 
On hot summer nights on Ontario Street, 
you envy the heat’s prerogatives. 

Recently, telephone ‘‘party lines’ have 
become popular as alternative meeting 
places. Each has its own appeal, created 
by the line’s monitor and by the regular 
callers. The more conservative party lines 
do not allow callers to exchange phone 
numbers, and they attempt to steer con- 
versation away from anything approach- 
ing phone sex. Other lines have an 
anything-goes policy, and the monitors 
will allow numbers to be exchanged by 
consenting individuals, keeping others on 
the line from hearing. 

Kathy, a nineteen-year-old police re- 
cruit, has had frequent success on the 


COMMUNIQUE: CHICAGO 


it’s been written up by 

Sandburg, shot up by Capone and 
sewn up by Daly—but when 

it comes to sex, the Windy City’s 


rep isn’t blown up 


BY JOE ROSNER 
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“Chicago’s best-kept erotic 


secret is where men are able to 


admire the view under 


skirts as glass elevators ascend. 
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Evidently the women like it” 
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party line she regularly calls. The guys 
who push the right buttons and intrigue 
her over the telephone, she later meets at 
public locations; if they live up to her ex- 
pectations, she lets nature take its course. 

‘One Saturday night, | got to talking 
with a guy named Julio,” she said. “‘Atfirst 
he only wanted to talk about his car, a 
BMW, and how much money he made at 
work and stuff like that. After a while he 
settled down and we kind of hit it off. 

‘| got Julio’s number from the monitor 
and called him at home. One thing led to 
another and our conversation shifted to 
sex. He-described how he looked, and | 
started to get horny. He asked about my 
looks. | never quite know what to say to 
that, so | gave him my measurements and 
told him that my friends say I'm pretty cute. 
| really felt relaxed talking to him and | 
knew | was safe because he still didn't 
have my phone number. When we began 
to talk about sex, he told me what he likes 
to do in bed and | told him what | like. 
That’s when | began to think we might be 
very compatible. 

‘After a while he asked if | could hold on 
a second because he wanted to get un- 
dressed. When he came back on the line, 
he asked what | had on. | told him | was 
wearing panties and a man’s work shirt as 
a nightgown. He said he would sure like to 
see that for himself. Then he told me what 
he would do if he were there with me. He 
said he would spend a long time teasing 
me and then go down on me. This got me 
very hot. | started to rub my clit through my 
panties. My breathing must have 
changed, because he asked if | was get- 
ting excited. | admitted | was—and he said 
he was, too. He said his cock was really 
hard and he wished we were together. | 
told him that that would be nice, but first 
he’d have to prove himself by getting me 
off over the phone. 

‘He agreed to try. He said he wanted 
me to listen carefully because he was go- 
ing to rub the telephone mouthpiece on his 
dick so | could hear how hard he was. | 
heard much the same sound as when I'm 
giving head to a guy, a kind of whispery, 
rubbing noise. This excited me a lot, and | 
started to rub my clit faster and harder. He 
asked me to hold the phone near my pus- 
sy so he could hear me rubbing it, and | 
did. Then he told me to cup my breasts, 
massage them and pinch my nipples. 
When | did as he said, | couldn’t help 
moaning into the phone. He said he want- 
ed to put his prick into my pussy, a little at 
a time, pulling it almost all the way out and 
then putting it back in just a bit, and then 
doing the same thing again and again until 
I'd be unable to refrain from grabbing his 
ass and pulling his prick all the way in. 


‘| was getting ready to orgasm and told 
Julio so. He told me to hold the phone with 
my shoulder so | could pull on my nipples 
with one hand and masturbate with the 
other, which | did, rubbing my clit at break- 
neck speed. As | came, he could hear me 
moaning and panting. 

‘‘When| was done, he said again that he 
wanted to get together with me. Since 
he'd proven himself so well, | agreed. He 
said he lived on the North Side. Since | live 
ina suburb, we decided to meet in the lob- 
by bar of a downtown hotel the following 
Friday evening.’ | 

Chicago’s gay scene reflects the matu- 
rity of baby-boom gays. The big disco 
scene, where the deejays once rebuked 
overly amorous couples (or threesomes, 
or even foursomes or moresomes) by de- 
claring, ‘‘Hey, that’s not dancing!” pretty 
much seems to have folded its tent with 
the passing of the Bistro and the Paradise 
Ballroom. Sure, Carol’s Speakeasy is still 
in business, but without Carol—the two- 
hundred-fifty-pound cross-dressing 
queen of camp—the place is simply not 
the same. | 

Visitors should keep in mind, however, 
that there are still many smaller, more inti- 
mate clubs scattered throughout the city 
and suburbs. The stretch of Halsted Street 
between Belmont and Addison offers an 
interesting stroll for those who've come to 
seek The City of Big Shoulders and what- 
ever other oversize male biological mani- 
festations are to be found. 

Cruising gays can find quick pickups 
and anonymous sex in suburban forest 
preserves and on certain beaches. At 
Camp Pine, in the northern suburbs, a 
maze of trails contains nooks and cran- 
nies where nude sunbathers baste oil on 
their already tanned skins, always willing 
to consider an offer of help. There is no 
sand along ‘‘Penis Beach,” as the short 
piece of lakefront between Belmont Har- 
bour and the gun club has been dubbed, 
but the bulging trunks of local male habi- 
tues serve to explain what gave rise to the 
name. Illinois Beach State Park, a short 
drive south of Chicago, has long been a 
favorite nude beach of gays. Straight cou- 
ples recently started utilizing the space, 
too. The rangers don’t seem to mind what 
you do as long as you remain discreet and 
do it south of the river. 

In terms of erotic environs, Chicago's 
best-kept secret is also one of its most 
controversial structures—the State of Illi- 
nois Building on the corner of Randolph 
and Dearborn. During construction, the 
building was derisively labeled ‘‘Thomp- 
son's folly’ and ‘“‘the pasha’s palace’ by 
critics of Governor James ‘“‘Big Jim” 
Thompson. Architect Helmut Jahn de- 
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signed it on a grand scale to resemble a 
Stainless-steel and blue-glass volcano. 
The interior features a large atrium with a 
waterfall and glass elevators. Design 
problems (since corrected) with the air- 
conditioning system created frequent situ- 
ations that let temperatures climb into the 
nineties. Office workers adapted by wear- 
ing a minimum of clothing; some reports 
told of secretaries typing in their bras and 
panties. Shortly after the building was 
opened, lawyers, minor politicians and 
other roguish types staked out places on 
the lower level where they were able to ad- 
mire the view under women’s skirts as the 
elevators ascended. Evidently, some of 
the women noticed the attention they were 
getting and liked it. One thing led to anoth- 
er and men took to sitting in the atrium 
café, waiting to be picked up for afternoon 
frolics in downtown hotels. 

Ron, a young, single and horny attorney 
who lives in the north suburbs and works 
downtown, often spends slow days sitting 
near the waterfall, waiting for mutual at- 
traction to happen. 

‘‘Just last week we had an unexpected 
continuance in a personal-injury case,’ 
Ron told me. ‘‘| didn’t have anything else 
really urgent to do, so | put my calls 
through to the service and walked over to 
the State Building, where | grabbed a beer 
and a seat. | saw several other guys doing 
likewise, which made me think my 
chances of meeting someone were slim. 
Still, the parade of sharply dressed wom- 
en always provides an interesting few 
hours. Occasionally someone | know will 
walk by and, even if they know my motives 
for being there, | don’t worry much. After 
all, when a local TV station ran a story 
about a prominent politician doing three- 
somes with lesbians, the general reaction 
was ‘Wow! | hope |.can do that when I’m 
seventy-five. 

‘‘“Anyhow, while | was sitting there last 
week, this spectacular, Italian-looking girl 
walked by. Her hair was nicely cut and 
curled and she was wearing a tight, short- 
skirted black business suit. | checked her 
out but thought she hadn't noticed me. A 
couple of minutes later she walked by me 
again and we smiled at each other. She 
bought a cappuccino at one of the food 
counters and walked over to find a place 
to sit. | smiled at her again and pushed out 
a chair from my table. She smiled back 
and sat down. We talked about what a 
great building this was and what we did for 
a living—that kind of stuff. She said she 
was a buyer for one of the big department 
stores and that she had ditched out of a 
meeting with the store’s window dressers. 
When she complained that they were all 
gay, | asked if that bothered her. ‘No, she 
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said, ‘but you do!’ | was totally taken 
aback; it had seemed like we were getting 
along just fine. Then she smiled seductive- 
ly, put her hand on mine and explained 
that what she’d meant was that | was get- 
ting her hot and bothered. | asked if she'd 
like to get a room nearby and she nodded 
yes. 

‘One block, ten minutes and eighty-dol- 
lars-for-a-room later, | was reclining on the 
bed, waiting for her to emerge from the 
bathroom. She came out wearing a cami- 
sole, which | thought was a terrifically sexy 
thing to wear under a business suit. She 
lay next to me and we embraced. We be- 
gan to kiss and explore each other's body. 
| slid the camisole straps off her shoulders 
and exposed her breasts. They were full, 
rounded and heavy, with long nipples. 
Then | kissed my way down her neck to 
her breasts and circled her pink areolae 
with my tongue. She caressed my hair 
while | sucked one of her nipples into my 
mouth and gently played with it between 
my teeth. 

‘! sat up so | could pull the camisole all 
the way off. | lowered my face and began 
to lick her vagina. She liked that and urged 
me on while holding my head and direct- 
ing my tongue where she wanted it. She 
pulled me around, bringing my cock to her 
mouth. It felt great—her technique was 


Nights in Chicago are whatever you make 
them: anonymous? sultry? vivacious? 


fantastic! My cock moved in and out of her 


mouth in unison with my tongue on her cli- 
toris, and soon we both were eager to 
fuck. 

‘| put both pillows under her butt, right 
at the edge of the bed, so that her legs 
were off the bed and her feet touched the 
floor. Crouching between her thighs, | slid 
only about two inches of my cock into her 
and pumped it back and forth. She raised 
her pelvis, trying to get more of my seven- 
incher. She was biting her lower lip and 
looking wildly sexy with her dark hair 
Spread upon the sheet behind her. When | 
couldn’t stand it any more, | plunged my 
cock in all the way to the hilt. | couldn't be- 
lieve how good it felt! We fucked away the 
entire afternoon. Afterwards | caught the 
train home and she went her way. | think 
you'll understand now why | think the State 
of Illinois Building represents an excellent 
expenditure of tax dollars.” 

Chicago has been called the ‘‘city that 
works.”’ It is also the city that plays—and 
plays hard. The stockyards have been 
closed for years now, but porking.is more 
popular than ever. Natives and visitors 
alike can have a hot time in the old town 
tonight. 
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She’s France’s stateswoman of 


sex, an outspoken author dressed 


like a nun whose novels blend 
gambling, war, religion, 


lesbianism and blue bicycles 


BY REINE MICHELET 


36 


In Paris, the name Regine Deforges has 
become synonymous with the struggle for 
free and sexy speech. She's the enfant 
terrible of the publishing world, an author 
and editor who has challenged the forces 
of convention and censorship and, over 
the years, become France's best-known 
defender of the right to write and speak up 
about sex. 

Most erotic authors, especially women, 
hide behind pseudonyms, but not Regine 
Deforges. A frequent TV talk show guest, 
she regularly reveals her sensual 
thoughts, no matter how extreme. She 
constantly tosses the audience juicy tid- 
bits, like the fact that she hates men who 
carefully fold their clothes before making 
love, or that she is turned on by voyeur- 
ism, women and gambling. 

Her erotic books have sold millions and 
she is now the owner of a well-known pub- 
lishing company. A spontaneous, articu- 
late sookeswoman, she has the courage 
of her sexual convictions and is not afraid 
to flaunt them. 

Petite and red-haired, Regine Deforges 
is vivacious and attractive. An austere 
nun’s look is her ttademark—simple black 
dresses and seamed black stockings. 
This religious image is no accident. Edu- 
cated in a Catholic school, Madame De- 
forges is still attracted to the sensuality of 
black robes, concealing alluring, sinful 
bodies. 

Her most famous book, The Blue Bicy- 
cle, was a best-seller in France and has 
now been translated into more than a doz- 
en languages. The novel begins on the 
eve of the Second World War. When the 
sabers begin to rattle, Lea, eighteen, the 
oversexed heroine, discovers that Lau- 
rent, the man she is in love with, intends to 
marry his rich cousin. Defying convention, 
Lea offers herself to Laurent and thus be- 
gins a thousand-page sexual saga punc- 
tuated by the war’s ebb and flow. Laurent, 
self-righteous and puritanical, refuses her 
advances and poor Lea is left frustrated, 
unable to dispose of her virginity. 

For the next hundred pages or so, Lea 
resists the advances of Francois, Lau- 
rent’s opposite, a ruthless parvenu whom 
she regards with contempt. It is the classic 
dynamic of attraction and repulsion, a re- 
current theme in the novels of Regine De- 
forges. At one point, Francois seizes Lea 
and her conflicting desires surface. 


THE FIRST LADY 


of French Erotic Literature 


“His lips which reeked of alcohol and 
tobacco pressed tightly against hers. Lea 
was overcome with rage .... Suddenly 
she realized she was returning a kiss to 
this despicable man. ... Why such unex- 
pected weakness in her body, and such 
delicious pressure between her thighs?”’ 

Finally it is the war itself which is the cat- 
alyst. The Nazis invade France and, while 
a battle rages nearby, Lea finally falls into 
Francols’s arms. Circumstances have 
overcome inhibitions, mirroring the turmoil 
outside: 

‘The bombing which had stopped be- 
gan anew. They did not move, as if they 
were protected by their lust, even when a 
bomb fell not far from the house, starting a 
fire whose glow swept their bodies. 

‘‘ “Make love to me,’ she whispered, ‘| 
don't want to die before I’ve made love.’ "’ 

Lea’s passion spills out of the bed and 
onto the battlefield. Like any good wartime 
heroine, she joins the Resistance. As a 
courier, she transports messages and her 
hyperactive pussy on a blue bicycle, 
hence the title of the book. 

Although Madame Deforges claims the 
novel is not autobiographical, she and Lea 
Share many common traits. Both were 
redhaired tomboys. Both favor black 
stockings and both meld sex and religion. 
For example, as Lea is on the verge of or- 
gasm, she glances up at the crucifix 
above the bed: 

‘She opened her eyes and saw the face 
of Christ who was bearing the burden of 
his cross. She had the feeling that the stat- 
ue was coming alive and that God’s son 
was winking at her approvingly. Lea 
screamed and came...” 

Lea’s ravenous sensuality also bursts 
out in other directions. Lea manages to 
consume great quantities of food, not ev- 
ery day, but often, and the author dotes on 
the vintage of the wine, the quality of the 
homemade confiture and so on. This is not 
just the usual French preoccupation with 
all things edible, but gourmandise, or- 
gasms of the palate, eating as a sensual 
act which supplements lovemaking. 

While researching The Blue Bicycle 
near Bordeaux, she found a collection of 
postcards which had been exchanged by 
two married ladies at the turn of the centu- 
ry. Despite the prudish strictures of the 
times, the two women managed to forge a 
passionate relationship. Using the post- 
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cards as a point of departure, Regine De- 
forges created other letters that explicitly 
described the women’s growing infatua- 
tion with one another. The result was Pour 
L’Amour de Marie Salat (For the Love of 
Marie Salat) which reflects Madame De- 
forges’ strong and well-publicized attrac- 
tion to women. 

In the beginning of the novel, Margot 
writes to Marie: 

‘The way you look at me can't lie. | 
don’t care If |’m not equal to men. What | 
want is to belong to you.... Do you like 
this postcard? Can you see how much the 
two people on it love each other? How | 
would like to be the man who holds this 
woman in his arms, but you're the one I'd 
be holding and covering with kisses.”’ 

A few weeks later, Margot succeeds— 
Marie has become hers. Margot then 
writes: 

‘My face forced open the insides of 
your thighs. | wanted to drink at that spring 
which my caresses had unearthed.”’ 

It is a lesbian deflowering, an introduc- 
tion to a new world of pleasure. Margot is 
obviously Madame Deforges, whose 
heroines often entertain the fantasy of be- 
ingaman. The first book that turned her on 
sexually, she once explained on a TV 
show, was a story by Colette about a 
young man who Is seduced by an older 
woman. Madame Deforges told the audi- 
ence that she identified not with the wom- 
an, but with the boy. 

Long before the advent of women’s lib, 
Regine Deforges lived a totally indepen- 
dent life, bouncing from relationship to re- 
lationship like a female Don Juan. Her first 
marriage was decided by a roll of the dice. 
As one might expect, she didn’t stay mar- 
ried long, and soon swept and slept her- 
self into the promiscuous French 
bohemian life. 

Like Anais Nin, the American expatriate 
whose writing documented her freewheel- 
ing Parisian sex life, Madame Deforges 
rarely reveals the intimate details of her 
family or friends’ sex lives while fearlessly 
exposing her own. Not until Nin’s death, 
when her secret diaries were published, 
were the secrets of her marriage revealed. 

Regine Deforges also kept a secret dia- 
ry. When she was eighteen it was stolen 
by some boys in her village. The diary re- 
counted with unabashed frankness a pas- 
sionate love affair with another young 
woman, and when it was passed around 
and turned into public gossip, the sexual 
adventure created a minor scandal. Long 
passages in the diary explicitly described 
playing with each other's tits and 
masturbating. 

At the time, teenage homosexuality was 
absolutely taboo, and Regine Deforges 
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paid the price. She was summoned to the 
local police station and she refused not 
only to admit that she was ashamed for 
what she had written, but also to stop see- 
ing the girl with whom she was in love. 
This was well beyond breaking the moral 
code of a small French town—it was open 
defiance, and Regine Deforges was ostra- 
cized and transformed into a social leper. 
The nuns immediately threw her out of 
school and other teenagers were forbid- 
den to speak to her. The full story is re- 
counted in novel form in Le Cahier Vole 
(The Stolen Diary), which, like the original 
diary, is graphic and provocative: 

“She unbuttons my blouse and unties 
the top of my swimming suit. Her mouth 
takes the tip of one of my breasts and nib- 
bles at it softly while, with her other hand, 
she unhooks my shorts and takes off the 
bottom of my swimming suit. I’m naked! 
Naked in the bedroom! Naked on the bed! 
Naked in the summer light! | like being na- 
ked, being seen naked. | feel offered and 
relieved. I'm ashamed and it’s delicious. 
Gently Melie opens my legs (| never open 
them myself..! like to have it done to me). 
She bends over my stomach and | can feel 
it pulsating. Then her tongue slides and 
slithers in, her teeth chew my labia and my 
clit which is so sensitive that | scream.” 

Given this traumatic experience, it is no 
wonder that Madame Deforges became a 
Staunch defender of free speech and indi- 
vidual sensual freedom. Hindsight proves 
that she was ahead of her times, and after 
years of struggling against censorship, 
Regine Deforges has been vindicated. 

One result of her newly found stature is 
that she managed to obtain the only inter- 


Is the French parliament going native? 
Perhaps. A recent cover of VSD, a pop- 
ular French weekly, depicted a very 
raucous session where all representa- 
tives, male and female, were in the 
buff, deciding the fate of the nation. A 
new way for French politicians to tell it 
all? Unfortunately not. The realistic 
scene belongs to a new movie, Une 
Nuit a |’Assemblée Nationale (A Night 
at Parliament), directed by the very dis- 
ectful | erre Mocky. 

The congressional scene was filmed 
in a studio. However, Mocky wanted to 
do the exteriors on location (at the real 
one of course!) on the Left Bank of the 
Seine just opposite the Place de la 
Concorde. The parliamentary chair- 
man refused to grant permission un- 
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view ever granted by Pauline Reage, the 
mysterious author of the famous Story of 
O. Their dialogue evolved into another 
book, O M’a Dit (O Told Me), which re- 
veals as much about the secretive Reage 
as it does about the outspoken Deforges. 
Most of Madame Deforges’ books are 
based on her personal life. A lot of what 
she has written has also been experi- 
enced. Reage, on the other hand, con- 
fessed that Story of O was a pure fantasy, 
conceived for the enjoyment of a lover. 
Reage’s fiction is more intellectual, more 
refined and less anchored to reality. 

Both senior stateswomen of sex admit- 
ted that they fantasized about being paid 
for sex. ‘‘l think money is erotic,’’ Regine 
Deforges proclaimed in O M’a Dit —and 
she should know. Regine Deforges was a 
sex gambler who enjoyed the thrill of cast- 
ing the dice for high stakes, as she did in 
her first marriage. In Contes Pervers (Per- 


verse Tales), she recounts the story ofa . 


beautiful young woman who has lost ev- 
erything at the baccarat table and owes 
the house a small fortune. To repay the 
debt, she goes to Hong Kong where she 
Surrenders completely to gambling and 
every form of sex—and likes it. 

Contes Pervers became so popular in 
France that it was transformed into a film 
and was later published as an adult erotic 
comic strip. 

Regine Deforges has carved out a spe- 
cial niche for herself in the Parisian pub- 
lishing world. An innovator, tireless 
defender of sexual liberty and outspoken 
critic of all things repressed and restrict- 
ed, she continues to be the enfant terrible 
of the French media. 


less he first could read the whole 
script, something that was bound to 
cause problems. Hence, Mocky ap- — 
pealed to the French Minister of Cul- 
ture, Jack Lang, who is well-known for | 
his nonconformist ideas. (When an ex- 
minister of police, for example, tried to 
crack down on erotic publications, 
Jack Lang sent him reproductions of 
Picasso's most explicit etchings.) 

‘“‘How can | tell the chairman,” 
Mocky confided to Jack Lang, ‘thatthe _ 
script calls for the main actor to be na- — 
ked under his coat and piss against an © 
official car parked in front of the As- — 
semblee Nationale?” _ 

The minister understood and inter- — 
vened. It appears that his own car is | 
never parked near the parliament. | 
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The orgiastic odyssey of a horny housewife who d 
epic joy of doing cocks by the number and 
who decides to get her hubby into the swing of things 


In last May’s issue, PL’s always hot letter 
feature, ‘‘My Most Unforgettable Lay,”’ 
told of Mrs. K, astacked Southern house- 
wife in her forties who—after some initial 
hesitancy—rediscovered the joys of 
young love. One weekend, when her hus- 
band was out of town, Mrs. K’s son came 
home from college for a visit. He brought 
along his roommate Mike, a 
varsity athlete with ‘“‘a body 
like Michelangelo’s David,” 
as the lascivious Mrs. K re- 
marked, noting especially 
the hefty bulge at Mike’s 
crotch. Mrs. K was obviously 
a fallow field ready for 
ploughing, Mike quickly real- 
ized. And, when her son left 
for a date, Mike got it on with 
her. 

Thus began a scintillating 
saga of sexual revelry that 
continues in the present let- 
ter, a follow-up from Mrs. K. 
Mike has promised her love. 
And he’s promised that he’ll set her up 
with all his ultrahorny athletic buddies. So 
far, though, all he’s given her is nine inch- 
es. Will he deliver more? ... 


After that first fantastic night with my son's 
college roommate, track-and-field bou- 
doir athlete Mike, | was like a young girl 
after her first lay. | went cock-crazy. 
Mike’s terrific technique could keep me on 
the verge of ecstasy for hours. He would 
then drive me over the brink in a series of 
explosive orgasms that made Mount Saint 
Helens seem like a Roman candle. 


A time came when Bill was out of town 
for nearly a week and Mike was too busy 
to see me. In sheer frustration, | wore outa 
set of batteries on my vibrator and | was 
masturbating eight or nine times a day. On 
the morning of the day that Bill was due 
home, | got a call from Mike. His friend 
Tony was away for the day and had of- 
fered the use of his house. 
Mike suggested that, since it 
was such a nice day, we 
should take a bike ride over 
there. | pulled on a pair of 
shorts and a halter top and 
met Mike along a country 
lane about a half mile from 
our house. As we rode along, 
| got terribly turned on from 
watching Mike's tight little 
buns moving in rhythm with 
the pedals. My clit rubbing 
against the seat got my juices 
flowing and my crotch com- 
pletely soaked. 

We came to a charming lit- 
tle cottage among some trees. When we'd 
walked through the front door we found 
ourselves in an expensively decorated liv- 
ing room, complete with a sunken fire- 
place, erotic paintings and a. big video 
screen. Mike turned on some soft music, 
closed the blinds and suggested that | re- 
lax in the Jacuzzi. | had never been in one 
before. As | lay there in the nude, with the 
warm water swirling around me, Mike 


walked in, naked and carrying a couple of 


Stripping for the hungry young stud, 
Mrs. K realized love is blind. 
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martinis. He sat on the edge of the Ja-- | 


cuzzi. The sight and scent of his sweaty 
young male body were too much for me. | 
spread his legs and sucked on his balls. 
When | ran the tip of my tongue along its 
length, his shaft began to expand to its full 
nine inches. | grasped it and greedily 
sucked it deep into my mouth. Mike 
groaned and his meaty monster began to 
twitch violently as he shot gushers of his 
luscious hot cream into my mouth. | swal- 
lowed as much as | could, but some drib- 
bled down my chin. 

We washed each other's body aad re- 
turned inside to enjoy our martinis and 
chat. When | asked Mike how he had got- 
ten into the swinging scene, he told me. | 
really wasn’t prepared for what he said. It 
made me horny as hell. 

It had all started, Mike said, in his fresh- 
man year at college, when he and Tony 
had picked up a willing coed in the cam- 
pus hangout. Bitter because she'd just 
broken up with her boyfriend, she readily 
went home with them both, and they took 
turns screwing her. The next day she had 
guilt pangs and left. But Mike and Tony 
had really grooved on their first threesome 
and they decided to find a girl who en- 
joyed it, too. They soon met a faculty wife 
who had a reputation for being an easy 


lay. It turned out that she and her husband - 


were swingers and that she was a sex 
therapist. She taught them how to drive a 
woman crazy and encouraged them to in- 
vite some of their friends over for orgies. 
Soon she was having sex parties with half 
a dozen studs at a time. 

Mike showed me a video of a gang- 
bang with the faculty slut. He pointed out 
his friend Tony on the video. Tony was a 
short, cute guy with dark hair all over his 
body. Obviously he worked out and was in 
great shape, but not overdeveloped. He 
had an adorable mustache. Thinking how | 
could easily make it with Tony, | took Mike 
by his hardening cock and led him into the 
bedroom. The walls and ceilings were mir- 
rored and there was a huge Hollywood 
bed and video screen in the room. These 
guys were really set up to party! 

Mike lay me on the bed with my head 
hanging over the edge. He raised my legs 
above my shoulders and held my wrists at 
my sides. He then drove me crazy using 
just the tip of his cock and slowly moving it 
in and out of my pussy lips. He brought me 
to the verge of orgasm again and again, 
driving me absolutely frantic. 

Mike put me through this exquisite tor- 
ment for over an hour before finally thrust- 
ing his entire cock into my aching cunt. As 
he did this, | frigged my clit frantically. | 
was on the verge of an incredible orgasm 
when | opened my eyes for the first time. 
There, to my astonishment, standing by 
the bed, was Tony! He was totally naked 
and jerking his beautiful cock. 
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| opened my mouth to speak but, in- 
stead, willingly swallowed the entire 
length of Tony’s cock as Mike began to 
jackhammer his in and out of my hungry 
cunt. | came time after time, achieving a 
state of effortless ecstasy. | felt Tony first, 
and then Mike, cannonade his seed deep 
in my throat and pussy. 

Utterly exhausted, | felt them lift me 
higher on the bed and prop my head on a 
pillow. Tony said, ‘Pleased to meet you, 
Mrs. K.”’ | couldn’t help but laugh, and | 
gave his limp cock a good yank. He 
yelped in mock agony and retaliated by 
tickling me until | was hysterically giggling. 
Meanwhile, Mike dived between my legs 


"and licked up our combined love juices, 


which quickly made me come. 

When we got out of bed, Mike put on a 
video and said it showed them and some 
of their buddies in action. There was Dan, 
a big guy with a cock as thick as my wrist, 
and a tall dreamy redhead appropriately 
called Red, and a big black fellow they'd 
nicknamed Bull. (I'd always had a fantasy 
of making it with a black guy, and | almost 
creamed just watching him fuck a cute lit- 
tle blonde). | asked Mike how many girls 
they’d swung with. About a.dozen, he re- 
plied, adding that he and Tony would often 
date the same girl separately for a while 
and gradually convince her to do a 
threeway with them. About half the time 
they could get a girl to try a threesome, 
and about a third of these girls got 
hooked. Now that |’d done it, | wanted all 
the cock they could get for me, too. 

About halfway through the video, | saw 
Al, a Little League coach whom my hus- 
band and | had met at the country club. He 
was the only guy over thirty in the video so 
far, but he was fucking this little blonde 
with all the energy of a youngster. I'd al- 
ways found Al attractive, and he’d made 
no bones about wanting to get into my 
pants. | was so turned on that | knelt be- 
tween Tony’s legs and sucked him hard 
again. Mike immediately worked his re- 
hardened cock into my cunt. The three of 
us were fucking up a storm when Mike 
reached down and began fingering my 
clit, only an inch away from his pistoning 
shaft. Then he lay me on my side on the 
carpet without missing a stroke. In sec- 
onds | began another series of colossal 
orgasms. As | continued to come, | 
screamed for them to get me more cock. 
Mike then came and withdrew, after which 
Tony blew his load again. 

We showered, had a snack and drank 


~ another martini. As we sat on the bed, 


watching more videos, | told the guys. that 
all this would be perfect if | didn't feel so 
guilty about cheating on Bill. Mike asked if 
Bill liked to watch gang-bang videos. | 
nodded yes, at which Mike suggested that 
Bill might enjoy watching his wife making It 
with other guys. | told him | could never 


bring myself to discuss such an idea with 
my husband. Tony said he had an idea. 

Since Bill Knew Al, he said, maybe Al 
could sound Bill out on the subject of 
swinging. Then, if Bill was interested, we 
could work him up to it. The idea intrigued 
me, and | told them to go ahead. 

Again | was getting turned on from 
watching the studs on the screen pork the 
very willing young blonde. Bull was back 
at her for a third time. | asked Mike and 
Tony if he ever got tired, and Tony said 
that Bull had come as many as six times in 
an evening. Much to my surprise, | found 
myself asking if they could bring him along 
to our next get-together. 

Bill would be out of town in two weeks, 
and | was planning to go down to the 


beach house we had rented on a Thurs- | 


day. | told Mike and Tony that they could 
go with me and stay until Saturday, when 
my uncle Nick would be arriving for a visit, 
and Bill was due the day after that. | gave 
them directions and the phone number, 
hardly believing that | was so matter-of- 
factly setting up another gang-bang for 
myself. But | was terribly excited about it. 

The plan must have excited Tony, too, 
because his cock was hard again. | 
mounted him, facing the foot of the bed so 
| could continue to watch the tape of Bull 
fucking the blonde. | held Tony's ankles 
and rode him giddily. Mike stood at the 
foot of the bed and offered me his cock to 
suck. After a while, Tony rolled me over on 
my back and continued fucking away at 
my pussy until he reached a climax. Mike 
then got on his hands and knees and 
jerked himself off, shooting his sweet, hot 
semen into my waiting mouth. 

We lay there exhausted—until | realized 
that Bill was due to arrive home. | show- 
ered and dressed. Tony then drove me to 
within a block of my house. | walked the 
rest of the way. Bill was already there. | 
told him that |’d just been out walking. Af- 
ter dinner, | decided to take the initiative 
for the first time in our marriage and sug- 
gested that we watch some porn videos. | 
also put on a baby-doll nightie. As soon as 
we got comfortable on the couch, the 
phone rang. Bill answered it and, after 
hanging up, said it was Al inviting him out 
for a drink the next evening. | was im- 
pressed by how fast Mike and Tony had 
put our plan into action. Just thinking of Al 
sounding out Bill on the idea of swinging 
got me so turned on that | fucked Bill's 
brains out that night. As he was about to 
come for the second time, | asked him, 
‘‘Do you think normal people really do 
those things we saw—like a woman taking 
on more than one guy?’ 

Bill said nothing, but | felt his cock throb, 
and he gave me the best lay I’d had with 
him in years. Maybe there was hope for 
my Bill yet—Mrs. K 

(To be continued.) 
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Gi Drops and 

Gives Wenty Strokes 

to Each Girl 

A month and a half before 
leaving for the navy, while | 
was living with relatives, a 
buddy and | went to a mutual 
friend’s birthday party. We 
both got wasted before we 
pulled up at the party in his 
old Ford pickup. Our mutual 
friend had invited a few girls 
from the local high school. | 
met a cutie named Marie. She 
was eighteen and looked real 
hot and very athletic. She had 
short hair, sexy blue eyes, 
small jugs and an inviting ass. 
Me and my buddies were 
drinking from mugs that say 
“Bet you can't.” Shit, | 
downed thirty-two ounces of 
ice-cold Bud! 

| was shit-faced after that 
and decided to mellow out. | 
started rapping with Marie, 
who wasn't there with anyone, 
and, before | knew it, we were 
“steadies.” We went out 
regularly after that and 
thought we had a good thing 
going. The day came, July 
13th, when | had to report to 
Fort Hamilton for a final 
physical and transportation 
to boot camp. It was a painful 
good-bye for all of us. When | 
finally arrived at recruit 
training command in Orlando, 
Florida, | met four other 
recruits from New York. We 
were bushed, all of us. 

The next morning | met the 
noncom in charge of my 
company. This guy looked 
young enough to be a recruit 
himself, and he turned out to 
be a cool guy. He was a petty 
officer named Johnson. Our 
company flunked a lot of 
inspections during the first 
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three weeks. When the fifth 
week Came—work week—we 
all wondered what our 
assignments would be. 

Since | failed an academic 
test, my ass was thrown into 
the scullery, where all | did 
was wash dishes. Because 
of the heat in the scullery, we 
were allowed to strip to our 
chests. Our tanned bodies 
seemed to attract the 
attention of the girls in 
apprenticeship training. I'd 
sworn to be loyal to Marie, but 
these girls were really 
great-looking—especially af- 
ter five weeks without a piece 
of ass. All day long, | washed 
dishes and silverware. | was 
exhausted by night, but | was 
awake enough one night to 
read a three-page Dear-John 
letter from Marie. She’d found 
a guy with a van. To say | was 
pissed is an understatement. 

The next day | worked like 
a horse. Sweating and 
aching, | wasn't taking shit 
from anybody. When the 
noon mess was almost over, 
two chicks who'd harassed 
me the day before, started 
harassing me again. Marilyn, 
a foxy blonde with a 38-23-36 
figure, asked the equally foxy 
Diane, “How about that 
Italian hunk?” Diane just said, 
“Oh, baby!” | screamed at 
them, “You want it, come and 
get it!” To my surprise, they 
did just that. A moment later 
they were standing in the 
doorway of the scullery, 
smiling wickedly. 

Marilyn noticed my enor- 
mous hard-on and called me 
an “Italian stallion.” | led them 
into the storeroom, where | 
immediately undid my belt 
and fly to expose my 


eleven-inch rod. She started 
kissing it on the head and 
then engulfed it inch by inch. 
Diane, meanwhile, started on 
my mouth, kissing me like no 
one ever had before. She 
made Marie look like shit. My 
revenge! Two gorgeous 
babes! 

They were going wild. 
Marilyn was all over my chest, 
neck and ears with her hot 
tongue. When she got her bra 
off, | nearly died. Those 
melons of hers were firm and 
full. The three of us got all 
naked and really went sex 
crazy. 

Seeing Marilyn’s reddish 
muff within inches of my 
mouth, | grabbed her around 
her ass and started slowly 
licking her sopping-wet cunt. 
She went nuts. Diane was still 


trying to make me come with 


her mouth but | held off. 
Marilyn quickly reached a 
series of orgasms. Diane 
wanted to take a turn on my 
face, she said. To my delight, 
| found that she’d shaved all 
the hair from her snatch. She 
came almost immediately 
when my tongue touched her 
clit, and then she wanted to 
rest. 

Not Marilyn, though. Deter- 
mined to make me come, she 
started to suck my cock 
ferociously, screaming, 
“Come, you motherfucker! 
Come!” She then went down 
on all fours. “Fuck my cunt! 
Fuck me hard!” Hers was one 
of the tightest cunts I'd ever 
drilled, but she took all | had 
to give. | rammed it in as hard 
as | could until she cried out, 
“I’m coming! I’m coming. Oh, 
God!” | withdrew then and 
went to a quick 69. As | 


You can’t beat 
the excitement of 
an unplanned 
encounter ...a 
spontaneous 
session.can be 
simply superb 
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Cock-and-Ball Stories 
As if baldness, AIDS and 
the IRS are not enough, 
now there's koro, the 
hysterical belief that one's 
penis is shrinking. The San 
Francisco Chronicle has 
noted that this psychologi- 
cal epidemic periodically 
Sweeps through the Far 
East, sometimes affecting 
millions of men who are 
convinced that their pe- 
nises are shrinking into 
their abdomens, and that 


if this happens they will 
die. During outbreaks of 
koro, many Asian men 
wear bamboo contrap- 
tions designed to keep 
their dicks from disappear- 
ing while they sleep. 

This weird malady 
hasn't hit the West yet, but 
with the psychic trauma of 
the sexual revolution, 
women’s liberation and 
AIDS, it may be only a 
matter of time. 

No less serious is the 
concern expressed in 
New York Woman that 
balls are becoming mere 
metaphors for courage 
and such. Why? Because 
they have no glamour, no 
wiles, no press agents, as 
other body parts do. 
“These foot soldiers of 
love and destiny,’ the 
writer laments, “are about 
as exciting as the phone 
book .. . these orbs are 
nobody's spheres of 
interest. bed 
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lapped up Marilyn's love 
juices, | told her that | was | 
about to shoot my load and 
that she better swallow it all. 
With that in mind, we both 
closed our eyes, and when | 
ejaculated, my entire hot load 
shot down her throat, every 
gooey drop. Since | was still 
hard when it was over, | 
figured | could use some 
more poon, and | plugged 
Diane's hole for a good fifteen 
minutes before | came again. 
We then made plans for them 
to attend my company’s 
graduation and, after that, to 
accompany me on a 
three-day liberty, all of it to 
be spent in bed together ina 
local hotel. We got dressed 
and kissed each other 
good-bye. When | reap- 
peared in the scullery with a 
big shit-eating grin on my 
face, | got pats on the back 
from my buddies, who'd 
guessed what had hap- 
pened. Go navy!—S.P, New 
York, N.Y. 


Hello, Room Service? 
Do You Have Any Cock? 
My Cunt’s Starving! 
I'd like to relate an incident 
that happened a couple of 
years ago when | was a desk 
clerk at a hotel in Memphis. 
At the time | was dating a very 
open-minded girl who worked 
at a nearby hotel. We had 
gotten into watching X-rated 
videos and had even bought 
a vibrator and two dildos. 
One was six inches long and 
had a strap, and the other 
was eighteen inches long 
with two heads. My girlfriend 
Pat had a surprise for me one 
night when | got to her 
apartment—another girl! That 
was our first threesome and 
very delightful. 3 
But our incident at the hotel 
was even more unforgettable. 
| was working the night shift. 
That's when | first saw Mrs. 
Jones. | remember that she 
was dressed in a business 
Suit as she checked in. Later 
that evening she got some 
change from me, and that 
was apparently when she 


learned my name from my 
name tag. 

Not long after that she 
called the desk and asked for 
me. She was wondering if | 
would check her air condi- 
tioner. | told her | could send 
the maintenance man to her 
room. She said not to bother 
and asked what time | got off. 
| told her eleven and she 
asked if | would stop by. | 
readily agreed. 

At eleven | was caught off 
guard when she opened her 
door. | saw a very chic lady 
clad in a sheer pink nightie 
with absolutely nothing on 
under it. | looked from the 
triangle of dark hair up to her 
hardening nipples, which 
pressed against the nightie. 
She just smiled and said, ‘| 
want you to treat me right!” | 
couldn't believe that the same 
woman who had seemed so 
conservative earlier was now 
confronting me in this 
manner. | stepped into the 
room and closed the door. | 
reached for her and caressed 
her nipples, and she said, 
“Do whatever you want.” 

Needless to say, | had a 
throbbing hard-on, so | asked 
her to get on her knees and 
pull my dick out of my pants. 
She got down in front of me, 
pulled it out and started 
licking and kissing it as | took 
my shirt and tie off. | asked 
her to get on the bed as | took 
off my shoes, socks and 
pants. | watched as she 
started fingering herself and 
she told me to talk dirty to 
her. So | walked beside the 
bed and told her to rub my 
cock and to keep fingering 
her pussy. | started to feel 
myself coming, so! got on the 
bed and straddled her chest. 
Remembering something 
from a movie, | told her | 
wanted her to jerk me off so 
my sperm would shoot out 
on her. She kept rubbing until 
| came and spewed semen 
all over her breasts and 
Stomach, She used her 
tongue to lick up the drops 
that covered her torso. 

After | had relaxed for a 


while, | thought of my 
girlfriend Pat. | asked the 
woman about having a friend 
of mine come over. At first 
she just looked at me, but 
then | told her how I'd really 
like to see her being treated 
“right.” She quickly agreed, 
so | dialed Pat, told her about 
this woman and asked her to 
bring our toys. After | hung 
up, | pushed my newfound 
friend’s nightie up to uncover 
one breast. | started sucking 
on her nipple and fingering 
her juicy cunt. Then | put my 
wet finger in her mouth and 
asked how she liked the taste 
of her own cunt juice. She 
said she'd never tasted it 
before, so | told her she was 
going to eat some pussy that 
night. She didn't reply as | 
moved down and started 
licking her creamy pussy. 

| got another erection and 
had her get down on her 
hands and knees as | pushed 
her nightie up around her 
waist and started fucking her 
doggie-style. | was almost 
ready to come when there 
was a knock on the door. | 
pulled out and told her to 
answer it, and, if it was Pat, 
to let her in. 

lt was Pat, who smiled at 
seeing this attractive woman. 
| introduced Pat to our new 
friend, who just said, “Hi, my 
name's Laura.” Then | told 
Laura to come over and sit 
on my cock. Pat watched as 
the woman straddled my 
cock and started humping 
me. | told Pat to get 
comfortable and she started 
undressing. She was only 
wearing a pair of jeans, 
panties and a tube top. | had 
her leave her panties on so 
Laura could do the honors. 

After I'd emptied into her 
pussy, | had Laura sit on the 
edge of the bed while Pat 
stood in front of her. Later Pat 
told me she really enjoyed 
having the woman pull her 
panties off and fingering her. 
Then Laura lay back so that 
Pat could straddle her face. 
As the woman started eating 
Pat, | got the dildos and 


PENTHOUSE LETTERS 


vibrator out of Pat’s bag. | 
started using the vibrator on 
Pat, then stuck one end of the 
dual-headed dildo into Laura's 
cunt. When Pat got off, | was 
still pumping the woman's 
pussy with the dildo and 
teasing her clit with the 
vibrator. She squirmed and 
said how much she liked it. 

Pat came around and lifted 
the woman's legs so we 
could see her hole being 
filled. | was horny again and 
decided to slip it to her again. 
After pulling the vibrator out, | 
told her | was going to give 
her another good fucking. 
She didn't offer any resis- 
tance as | worked my dick 
into her. Let me say that she 
was still tight and it really felt 
good. After a few minutes | 
thought a change of position 
might be a good idea. She 
had put the dildo in her mouth 
and was sucking away. | told 
Pat to get on the bed, too. 
After Pat slid the other half of 
the dual-headed dildo in her 
own pussy, | reentered 
Laura’s tight hole. | reached 
around and controlled the 
dildo’s movement in both of 
them. It didn't take long 
before | came. Pat and Laura 
began fucking each other, 
kissing and playing with each 
other's breasts, and | was 
their audience. | 

When they finally finished, 
both were wet with perspira- 
tion. | asked Laura how she'd 
liked it, and she said it had 
been great. | held the - 
strap-on dildo and asked Pat 
if she'd like to try it out. When 
she nodded yes, | helped 
strap iton Laura and then told 
Pat to get down on her hands 
and knees. Laura looked 
great, moving behind Pat and 
working it in. Soon Pat was 
moving with Laura’s strokes. 
When Laura began caressing 
Pat's dangling breasts, that 
was all it took to give Pat a 
-powerful orgasm. 

We decided to catch our 
breath and ordered a bottle 
of wine. When we'd had a few 
glasses and | thought about 
our evening, | got another 
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erection. | dipped my fingers 
in my glass and wiped them 
on my dick. Laura licked it 
clean. Then we went to bed 
and | had her lick wine from 
Pat's nipples and cunt. We 
got the double-headed dildo 
and started fucking Laura 
with it, trying to push the 
whole thing in her as she ate 
Pat out. She really got off on 
that—Name and address 
withheld 


He Ends Dry Spell by 
Cursing Her Cunt 

with His Magic Wand 

A few weeks ago | had an 
experience that | think worthy 
of your “Serendipity” letters 
section. | go to a small 
liberal-arts college on the 
West Coast. Sexually, | was 
in the midst of one of my 
worst dry spells. Although | 
had almost stopped scam- 
ming girls, | couldn't stop 
thinking about them. 

The evening in question 
started early with a couple of 
friends and me sitting around, 
drinking beer and watching 
the tube at three in the 
afternoon. At four, Byron, one 
of my good friends, and | 
went down to partake in a 
special Friday-night happy 
hour. We each had about four 
mixed drinks and then we 
went out to a grocery store 
nearby to buy a couple of 
quarts of beer. We went back 
to where we'd begun, and | 
drank my quart and crashed 
for two hours before the party 
started. Thinking it was just 
going to be a typical Friday 
night, I'd gotten drunk as 
usual. If I'd Known what lay 
ahead, however, | would have 
remained totally sober. 

When | got up and went to 
the party, | had a few more 
beers and started talking with 
my friends. Before long, | 
spotted two gorgeous girls 
conversing with a guy | rated 
as a total fuckup. So, with a 
bottle of liquid courage in 
both hands, | proceeded to 
try to cut this dick’s 
grass—and | succeeded. The 
girls stopped talking to him 


and he left after a few minutes 
of their cold-shoulder treat- 
ment. One of the girls then 
asked me to dance. She 
grabbed my hand and led 
me out on the dance floor. 
Right there and then | got a 
Stiffy. After five months of 
semen buildup, | almost 
exploded in my tight whites. 
The girl and | danced a few 
dances and then went 
outside for some fresh air. But 
we didn't stay out triere for 
long. Quicker than shit, we 
were in my room, on my 
couch. 

My hormones were danc- 
ing now. | leaned over and 
planted a passionate kiss on 
her. She kissed me back with 
sufficient force to give new 
meaning to the term “sucking 
face.” Then | got on top of her 
and began dry-fucking her. 
After fifteen minutes of this, 
along with a lot of mutual 
groping, we got up and went 
to the bedroom. | threw my 
shirt off. She said, “Oh, are 
we getting naked?’ —and she 
removed all her clothes, 
exposing the biggest, firmest 
hooters I’ve ever seen. We 
jumped into the sack and | 
caressed and gently 
squeezed her erect nipples, 
causing plenty of hard 
breathing, grunting and 
moaning. 

When | started sucking the 
nipples, | began edging my 
fingers down toward her 
joy-hole. She suddenly, 
without warning, grasped my 
throbbing member and 
inserted it in her moist, hot 
twat. As you may suppose, | 
Started fucking her. All the 
while | was worried that I'd 
pop too soon and leave her 
unsatisfied. It had been so 
long that | was afraid of 
two-stroking her. | had to think 
of an iceberg in order to hold 
out awhile. All of a sudden, 
though, after about twenty 
minutes of fucking and almost 
Superhuman willpower on my 
part, my load came frothing 
forward. There seemed to be 
gallons of it. Round two then 
started up and she must have 
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Swept Away 
Enthusiastic house-hub- 
bies have encountered a 
serious occupational haz- 
ard. GQ magazine reports 
on what seems to be a 
growing danger of “pehile 
injury.” Articles are prolifer- 
ating in medical journals 
like Urology, the British 
Medical Journal and the 
Journal of the American 
Medical Association. 
According to the - 
victims, such accidents 
have all involved vacuum 
cleaners that turned on 
their owners. The bizarre 


mishaps could have been 
scripted by Stephen King. 
At least one man was 
nearly sucked off (literally!) 
by his lascivious electric- 
powered fellator. 
Investigation has re- 
vealed the victims to be 
sorely lacking in vacuum 
acumen. When one man 
leaned over to switch tt off, 
“his dressing gown be- 
came undone and his 
penis was sucked into the 
vacuum cleaner.’ Another 
fell “over his vacuum 
cleaner while partially 
clothed.” Clearly, these 
guys were ill-suited for the 
task at hand. But there is 
an up side: Doctors have 
found vacuum tubing 
effective for raising erec- 
tions in otherwise impotent 
men. Maybe vacuum 
cleaners should only be 
sold by prescription.b& 
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The Who-Sues-Who News 
Keeping us abreast of 
precedent-setting cases, 
the National Examiner 
reports: 

@ Olivia Young sued St. 
Louis University Hospital 
for two million dollars in 
damages, citing “griev- 
ous emotional shock and 
mental distress’ sustained 
after watching just sixteen 
minutes of the X-rated 


movie Deep Throat. The 
film, shown in a hospital 
administrator's office, left 
Young so shaken, she 
claimed, that she can't 
have sex or hold a job. 

@ Canadian stripper Jenni- 
fer Schlau was awarded 
more than three hundred 
thousand bucks after an 
auto accident left her so 
impaired that her act no 
longer brings cheers but 
chicken bones—hurled at 
her by angry bar patrons. 
@ Pittsburgh radio news 
director Liz Randolph 
sued two deejays for de- 
famation and emotional 
distress. The Examiner 
says her suit claims that 
the deejay told listeners 
that she'd had sex with the 
entire crew of a cruise 
ship; that she’d “engaged 
in unnatural sex acts; and 
that she had so many 
social diseases that she 
knew the hotline numbers 
at the Centers for Disease 
Control in Atlanta by 
heart.o 


44 


SERENDIPITY 


had five or six orgasms 
before | had my second one. 

After that, we got up, got 
dressed and went our 
separate ways. A friend who 
had been fucking another girl 
in the next bedroom—Elmer 
by name—ran into me in the 
corridor, and he and | did our 
own version of the Super 
Bowl shuffle —7F., Santa 
Cruz, Calif. 


She House-Sits for 

the Neighbors and 
Cock-Sits Their Son 

This past summer, all | 
wanted to do was relax and 
get a good tan, so | bought 
the tiniest string bikini | could 
find. | worked out a deal with 
my next-door neighbors 
whereby | could use their 
pool during the day while they 
were at work and all | had in 
return to do was answer all 
their phone calls and fix lunch 
for their eighteen-year-old 
son Bobby. That was no 
chore because he was as 
hunky as a guy could 
possibly be. 

The first week was 
uneventful. | got a few phone 
calls and barely caught a 
glimpse of Bobby each 
morning before he took off to 
go skateboarding. | was 
getting a great tan. One day, 
during the second week, 
Bobby came cruising into the 
backyard on his skateboard 
and asked for food. As | got 
up to fix lunch, Bobby was 
giving me a visual examina- 
tion. | said, “What's the 
matter? Haven't you ever 
seen a girl in a bikini before?” 
He grinned and said, “Sure, 
but never one as good- 
looking as you.” 

|_could feel his stare as | 
walked toward the house, 
and it began to excite me 
because he was so good- 
looking. After lunch, Bobby 
came out to swim and it was 
my turn to stare—he was 
really built well, and judging 
from the bulge in the 
bikini-type swimsuit he had 
on, he was well-hung. He said 
he was on the swimming 


team at school and chal- 
lenged me to a race, with the 
loser required to rub suntan 
oil on the winner. 

Although I’m a good 
swimmer, Bobby beat me 
and lay alongside the poo! so 
| could rub oil on him. As | 
oiled his chest and stomach, 
he started rubbing my thigh 
and said, “You know, if we 
didn't have these swimsuits 
on we could get tan all over.” 
| thought to myself, “What the 
hell! | haven't had any sex in 
six weeks!” 

The pool was very 
secluded, so we had no fear 
of being seen. | pulled off his 
Suit and began to suck on his 
beautiful cock. Within sec- 
onds he had a hard-on at 
least six inches long, which 
stood straight up against his 
belly. | reached back and 
untied my top while he was 
pulling down the bottom of 
my bikini. | straddled him 
and, while he licked and 
sucked on my tits, | stroked 
his cock and balls. In a few 
minutes we got into a 69 
position and, while Bobby 
buried his face in my pussy, | 
licked and sucked on his 
prick. Every time he was 
about to come, | squeezed 
his cock and took his balls in 
my mouth until he calmed 
down a little. It wasn't long 
before his tongue on my cunt 
and clit brought me to a 
fantastic orgasm. 

Bobby then got on top, and 
| wrapped my legs around his 
waist as he began to fuck me 
for all he was worth. It was 
beautiful to watch his young, 
athletic, naked body and see 
his big cock sliding in and out 
of my pussy. Bobby soon 
came, and | climaxed only a 
few seconds later. We just lay 
there awhile with Bobby's 
cock still in my pussy. Since 
it was still rock-hard, | 
decided to put it to good use. 

| told him to follow me out 
on the diving board and to sit 
near the end with his legs 
wrapped around the board 
and his back toward the 
water. | then lowered my 


pussy down on his cock, | 
which was standing straight 
up. With my feet hooked 
under the board for balance, 
| began to rock us up and 
down as Bobby thrust 
upward with his hips, and we 
began to fuck to the rhythmic 
motion of the diving board. 
Cute Bobby climaxed first, 
and we kept up the motion of 
the board until | reached a 
colossal orgasm. 

During all this action, we 
had both worked up a sweat, 
SO we jumped into the pool 
and swam nude for the rest 
of the afternoon. | got a great 
kick watching him dive off the 
board, with his cock flopping 
all over the place. 

Bobby may have been 
younger than most of the men 
I've dated, but he made up 
for his youth in energy and 
stamina. | loved to watch him 
jack off and to see his come 
shoot out of the little hole at 
the end of his cock, but the 
best feeling was that of his 
cock gliding in and out of my 
pussy. It was a great Summer, 
to say the least. When | get 
home from college next 
summer, I'll be using the pool 
and babysitting—or should | 
say Bobby-sitting?—again. 
—PJ., Waco, Tex. 


Unsuspecting Virgin 
Gets Laid by 
Friend 

As | get older and become 
more comfortable with my 
sexuality, | find that each 
encounter with a woman 
becomes less awkward and 
more pleasurable than the 
preceding one. My favorite 
sex fantasy, however, is to 
relive the day | lost my 
virginity eight years ago, 
when | was eighteen. The girl 
who introduced me to sex 
was Gloria, my best friend’s 
cousin. She was about my 
age but much more mature 
and three inches taller. Her 
tits were large and firm, and 
her nipples stood to glorious 
attention. 

Gloria and | were platonic 
friends for almost a year, until 
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one day, while wrestling and 
playing in my pool, our 
innocent contact became 
more intimate and exciting. 
soon the water games were 
forgotten as we lustfully 
began to grab, bite and lick 
each other's body. | began 
shaking with desire, but 
Gloria was excited yet clearly 
still in control. She smilingly 
undid her one-piece that I'd 
been struggling to take off 
and said, “Follow me.” She 
went into the house with me 
on her heels, dripping water 
all over the floor until we 
entered my bedroom and she 
closed the door behind us. 
When she'd slipped off her 
entire swimsuit, my jaw 
almost dropped to the floor. 
Gloria’s bush was lush and 
full, and below it was her juicy 
pink cunt, the prettiest cunt 
l'd ever seen. 

She lay on my bed and 
said, “Do anything you want, 
Mark.” My mind went blank. 
Reluctant to take off my swim 
trunks, | stood there, 
embarrassed, with absolutely 
no sexual experience except 
for a bit of French-kissing. | 
then remembered the collec- 
tion of Penthouse magazines 
hidden under my bed. (My 
brother had left them when 
he moved out.) | opened one 
to the “Penthouse Forum” 
section. It was the August 
1980 issue, and on page 20 
was a letter called “ Traveling 
salesman.” | told her that | 
would read it and we would 
act it out. The letter was 
excellent, a perfect guide to 
my first experience. 

When | reached the part 
that says “My tongue lapped 
at her swollen labia, and | 
tasted her sweet, musky 
wetness,’ | dropped the 
magazine and took over on 
my own. She continued 
moaning as | feverishly licked 
her hot, quivering pussy— 
and before long she tensed 
and moved rhythmically in the 
throes of a drenching 
orgasm. 

When she relaxed from her 
orgasm, | lifted my soaked 
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face from her crotch and 
asked how it had felt. She 
said, “| don’t know how to 
explain it—! guess it’s just like 
a guy's orgasm, you know.” 
She then peeled off my trunks 
and took my thin five-incher 
in her mouth. Her tongue 


_ drove me wild as she hungrily 


sucked me. She was able to 
hold my cock and balls in her 
mouth at the same time, and 
she sucked until the head of 
my cock was purple. She was 
expert at it. Sometimes she 
licked it like a lollipop, only 
then to take it all in her mouth 
and greedily suck away. 

She was doing this when, 
all of a sudden, she stopped 
and told me to get on my 
knees and face her. | obeyed. 
She spread her legs and 
said, “Fuck me.” | immedi- 
ately fell upon her, desper- 
ately trying to find her hole 
with my cock. | slid up and 
down her body and was 
being extremely clumsy. | put 
almost all my weight on her 
pelvis while trying to force 
my aching cock in with both 
hands. At last she graciously 
guided me in and | excitedly 
nibbled her earlobe as | 
pumped away at her 
welcoming vagina. | was 
surprised at how hot it felt. All 
the sensations were new and 
intense. | especially remem- 
ber the wonderful smell of her 
juices all over our bodies and 
the throbbing of her cunt, 
which made me feel like | was 
in heaven. 

We were both bucking and 
sweating in the summer heat 
when | felt an incredible, 
urgent sensation in my 
genitals. It was my first 
orgasm. The pleasure was 
indescribable and | howled 
with delight. 

We spent the next few 
hours reading all the issues 
of Penthouse that were under 
the bed, and we acted out 
two more scenes that we 
read about in “Forum.” 

After a lust affair that lasted 
the rest of the summer, she 
left for Sacramento to live with 
her mother. A grad student in 


college now, | have grown 
two inches taller and my cock 
has gained an additional inch 
despite the absence of my 
dear Gloria. And I've 
switched to Penthouse Let- 
ters—the stories are great. 
She still pervades my 
thoughts even when | take out 
other women. | often take 
them to my old home in the 
suburbs to play water 
volleyball and drink cham- 
pagne, after which, of course, 
we retreat to my bedroom, 
where the fun and games 
really begin.—M.L., Los 
Angeles, Calif. 


He Projects His Main 
Feature into Her 

Sound Box at Drive-in 

| want to relate to you 
something that happened a 
few years ago. | was 
reminded of it when | met 
Josephine (I'll call her that to 
keep from embarrassing her 
if she reads this) a few weeks 
ago. 

| had just graduated from 
high school, still a virgin and 
aching to get laid. My friend 
Biff, also free of the cardinal 
sin, and | decided to take in 
a movie at the local drive-in. 
Biff drove up, and to my 
surprise | found he had 
brought along his sister 
Josephine, then eighteen, 
and her friend Benita, also 
eighteen. | knew right then 
that it probably would be an 
eventful night. 

Josephine must have had 
something hot on her mind 
because she was wearing a 
low-cut blouse, which nicely 
showed off her small but firm 
breasts, and she also had on 
one of the sexiest pairs of 
shorts | had ever seen her in. 
Benita was also dressed very 
seductively, and | knew she 
was probably hot for Biff from 
the way she kept glancing at 
his crotch when he wasn't 
looking. | became even more 
suspicious when | was 
placed in the backseat with 
Josephine. | was lucky | had 
my shirt untucked because 
my hard-on popped up when 


READING AROUND 


Changing Times 

Weekly World News 
reports how doctors were 
able to save one man from 
having to live out his life 
as a lesbian. Linda 
Hammond spent her first 
twenty-five years as a 
female, but never felt quite 
right. She was flat- 
chested, never menstru- 
ated and had a “strong 
physical interest in 
women.” She was physi- 
Cally as strong as a robust 
male. What finally sent her 
to a doctor was her 


interest in women. She 
said she felt like a man 
trapped inside the body 
of a woman. 

The doctor's examina- 
tion revealed that Linda 
really was a man. His sex 
organs had failed to 
develop fully. In effect, he 
had an ingrown dick! It 
was inside his body—and 
his testicles were Covered 
by folds of skin. Employing 
corrective surgery, doc- 
tors were able to bring out 
the real man in Linda, now 
Steve. That was six years 
ago. Today he is happily 
married and, because - 
he’s sterile, he and his wife 
Sara Jane are planning to 


adopt a child. PL urges 


them to check that child 
carefully first. 

Colette De P. is also 
going through them 
changes. According to 
Weekly World News, the 
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tormented transsexual has 
had another change of 
heart and now wants her 
(his?) body back the way 
it was. 

Colette’s is no Cinder- 
ella story. ‘It’s the pits,” 
she complains, referring 
not so much to her 


store-bought cunt as to a 
life of dishes, dust and the 
dirty diapers of her 
husband's three kids. “| 
sympathize with the 
women’s rights move- 
ment,’ she says, “but | 
want out.” 

Colette finally got his/ 
her lifelong wish to be 
female in 1981. But now 
she is begging doctors to 
turn her back into a man. 
Despite Colette's insis- 
tence that she’s not cut out 
to be a woman, doctors 
are reluctant to de-pussy 
De P. 

The National Examiner 
reveals in a headline that 
“Embalming chemicals 
were slowly turning morti- 
cian into woman.” The 
mortician in question had 
lost his sex drive, his 
testicles had shrunk and 
he had started growing 
breasts. Fortunately, injec- 
tions of testosterone 
reversed his sex-change 
symptoms and revived his 
moribund member. We 
cant wait for the movie 
tie-in — “Night of the 
Living Hermaphrodite.” b= 
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| got a good look at Biff's 
sister. 

Not wanting to let a lucky 
night like this go to waste, | 
suggested we pick up some 
beer to satisfy our thirst 
during the movie. We 
stopped and got two 
Six-packs on our way to the 
movie, and then we were all 
set. By the time we got to the 
gates, we had polished off 


the beers. From the way the © 


girls kept laughing, | knew 
they had a buzz on. We paid 
and found a place to park. 
Then the lights dimmed and 
the credits were rolling. 

Just as | was about to 
make a move, Josephine slid 
her arm around my waist and 
pulled me close to her. | 
settled back, wondering what 
her next move might be. My 
dick was ready to shatter the 
Zipper, waiting for Josephine’s 
soft touch, and when | did 
feel her fingers zero in, my 
dong tried even harder to 
break out of its prison. 

As she unzipped my fly, | 
reached into her blouse and 
found to my surprise that she 
wasn't wearing a bra. | 
squeezed her nipples slightly, 
and they firmed to the touch. 
By then she had my dong out 
and was rubbing up and 
down the shaft. 

All of a sudden she 
brought her lips to mine, and 
we soon started French- 
kissing. | was so hot that | was 
ready to shoot my load, so | 
took her hand away from my 
prick, and removed her 
blouse. | glanced up front at 
Biff and was surprised to see 
that he already had Benita’s 
shirt off and was busy licking 
her upper torso while she had 
her hands full of his tool. 

Then | got busy with 
Josephine again. | laid her 
out on the seat and pulled 
down her shorts and was 
surprised again to find that 
she was wearing no panties. 
| stared at her beautiful pussy 
and almost lost my load, but | 
held back. | pulled off my | 
pants completely and we 
engaged in a great session 


of 69. | must say now that I’ve 
tasted my share of pussies, 
but | still say that 
eighteen-year-old pussies are 
the tastiest of all. | furiously 
lapped Josephine's juices 
while she flicked her tongue 
all over my dick. She pushed 
her crotch hard against my 
face. | knew she was about 
to come, and so was |. She 
started to moan as | shot my 
load forcefully in her mouth. | 
thought she would gag, but 
she slurped up every drop. 
My cock was still hard after 
I'd come, so Josephine and | 
changed our positions. She 
spread her legs and guided 
my missile into her target. |: 
met some initial resistance, 
but things soon got easier. | 
started slowly in order to 
savor the exquisite feelings | 
was having. Josephine was 
wriggling in synch with my 
motion until, all of a sudden, 
she locked her legs around 
my back and started 
gasping, “Oh, Scooter! 
Scooter! Please, harder! 
Harder! Do me, fuck me, fuck 
me! It feels so good! Fuck 
me harder!” | couldn't believe 
my ears! She had never 
talked like this before. It was 
fantastic. | complied with her 
urgent request and started 
ramming my dick into her 
vagina harder and harder, 
my balls flapping against her. 
| could hardly believe it when 
my whole seven and one-half 
inches of machinery was 
actually in her all the way. She 
must have been in heaven. 
She then arched her back, 
and we spent ourselves 
together with cries of ecstasy. 
We lay back in each 
other's arms and listened to 
the moans in the front seat. 
Benita was sitting on top of 
Biff, moving her body in all 


’ directions. From Benita’s 


screams of pleasure | knew 
Biff was doing everything 
right. | was afraid everybody 
at the drive-in would be 
crowding around his Datsun, 
but even if they had, | doubt 
that they would have seen a 


‘thing through all the window 


fog caused by our activities. | 
didn't even care. 

By this time the movie was 
almost over and we decided 
we'd had enough for one 
night. Needless to say, we 
went to many more drive-ins 
during that fun summer and 
really got our money's worth. 
Tomorrow | am going to see 
if | Can round up the gang 
again and go to a drive-in for 
old time's sake. I’m sure it will 
be another great time.—S.W.,, 
Boise, Idaho 


Guy Survives Game 
by Fucking a 
Gorgeous Enemy Dame 
| had a sex experience about 
four months back that | doubt 
you're going to believe. | have 
a hard time believing it 
myself! | should explain that 
I'm a fan of “survival” games. 
You probably know the 
games | mean, the mock- 
warfare kind, played by two 
or more, in which you stalk 
and “kill” your enemy by 
splattering him or her with a 
paint ball fired from a 
realistic-looking pneumatic 
gun. It's the closest thing to 
real heart-pounding battle 
action that a guy like 
me—chained to an IRS desk 
all week—can get. 

| had signed up for a game 
and rendezvoused with the 
rest of the guys and gals ina 
wooded area about five miles 
outside of town. | was on the 
“blue” team, so | wore a blue 
cloth tied around my arm. Our 
opponents were the “whites.” 
Seeing us in our khakis and 
camouflage clothing, if you 
didn't know that our guns 
fired paint balls, you may 
have mistaken us for a real 
combat force. Before the 
games began, the referee 
went over the rules and then 
handed one of my team a 
flag, which the whites had to 
capture to be victorious. Then 
my team took off hiking, 
getting a twenty-minute head 
Start. 

Half an hour later | was 
hunkered down beside a 
fallen tree, hoping to catch a 
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white-team member in am- 
bush. | heard some yells and 
the sounds of paint guns 
discharging, but | didn't see 
anything. 

“Don't make a move, blue 
boy. .. .” came a voice from 
behind me. When | turned, | 
Saw Lyda, a familiar and quite 
beautiful face in local survival 
games. She and her husband 
were frequent players. The 
three of us had even dropped 
out together for beers on a 
couple of occasions. 

“Well, | guess I’m dead 
meat,’ | said, dropping my 
gun and turning to face her. 

“Don't be too sure,” she 
said. ‘I'll let you go on one 
condition.” It was a familiar 
ploy: Give the enemy 
information (say, the location 
of our flag), and they let you 
escape. But | wasn't 
prepared for what Lyda 
proposed: “I'll spare you if 
you'll fuck me... .” 

| had wanted to fuck Lyda 
for a hell of a long time. | think 
any man would go for a gal 
with burnished blonde hair 
and a pair of knockers like 
Lyda’s. The only thing that 
bugged me was that other 
players might be nearby, 
including her husband, and | 
didn't want to get caught, 
literally, with my pants down. 
“T'll lie down beside you so 
we'll be concealed,’ was her 
answer to that. 

In practice it didn't work 
out quite that way. The first 
thing she did was unbutton 
her khaki shirt. She licked her 
lips Sensuously as she 
peeled the shirt open, 
exposing the most beautiful 
set that this boy can recall 
ever having had the pleasure 
to see. And touch. And kiss. 
And lick. My face was buried 
in those rose-tipped lovelies 
as | fondled and sucked 
them. Lyda was moaning as 
if we had already started 
fucking. | unclamped her 
utility belt and, while she 
shimmied her camouflage 
pants down over her ivory 
hips, | pulled my own pants 
down. 
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By now my dick was 
three-quarters of the way to 
rock-hardness and begging 
to be buried in her twat. | took 
a stealthy look around to 
make sure that nobody was 
nearby, and then | clambered 
on top of the babe, sliding 
my entire prong into her 
creamy cunt. Lyda was 
writhing and moaning with 
ecstasy as | kept on 
slamming my bone deep into 
her. We went at it frenziedly 
until | felt the first telltale 
sensation that made me take 
it easy and back off for a 
moment if | didn't want to 
climax too soon. Just then, 
things took a new turn. 

“She's a pretty good little 
fuck, ain't she?” someone 
said, and | practically jumped 
out of my skin and Lyda’s 
cunt at the same instant. | 
turned to see Pete, Lyda’s old 
man, sitting on a rock about 
six feet away. In his hand was 
a paint gun, leveled at me. 
“Don't get up,” he said. 
“Don’t quit what you're 
doing. .. . | like to watch.” 

| knew that all he was 
holding was a paint gun, but, 
| swear, it felt as though he 
were pointing alethal weapon 
at me. | looked at Lyda, who 
just smiled wanly. What 
choice did | have? | started 
laying into her again with my 
dick. Weirdly enough, | was 
harder than before! 

It was an extra turn-on to 
have her old man watch us, 
and in no time at all we were 
going at it with the same fury 
as before. Lyda whimpered 
and moaned with every thrust 
of my cock, her big tits 
jiggling with every impact, 
and then | felt my own 
pleasure peaking. A fraction 
of a second before shooting 
my juices into Lyda, | glanced 
over at Pete and was amazed 
to see that he had his rod out 
and was jerking away at it like 
a madman. Then Lyda 
screamed and an orgasmic 
flame spread warmth and 
bliss through my body. My 
cock was still hard when | 
slowly withdrew it from her 


cunt. Pete was sitting there, 
spent, a silly look on his face, 
as his prick dribbled its last 
few.pearly drops. 

| half expected to feel the 
splat of a paint ball on my ass 
as | tried to get my pants 
back on, but there was no 
shot. In fact, | rejoined the 
rest of the blue team and we 
went on to win that day. 

And, yes, Lyda, Pete and | 
have repeated the events of 
that day, except we did it at 
their home and three more 
Survivalists joined in the hot 
fun!—A.Q., Portland, Oreg. 


Serendipity is defined in Web- 
ster’s dictionary as “the fac- 
ulty of finding valuable or agree- 
able things not sought for.” In 
other words, a pleasant sur- 
prise. The letters above tell of 
such experiences. Maybe you, 
too, have unexpectedly had a 
sexual good time. Why don't 
you tell us about it! Perhaps 
the other participant(s) of the 
event will recognize it and 
even give you a call! Now, 
wouldn't that be serendipi- 
tous? Give them an opportu- 
nity to see your letter by send- 
ing it to: Penthouse Letters, 
Dept. DM/BV, 1965 Broad- 
way, N.Y., N.Y. 10023-5965. 


PICTURE CREDITS 


Daniel Adel, page 3; Andre Felix, 
back cover; Bob Fingerman, 
pages 18, 21 and 22; J. Stephen 
Hicks, inside front cover and 
pages 4-7; Hollywood, pages 14- 
17; Maxwell Leigh, pages 25 and 
26; Gerrard Lindley/Michael Wood- 
ward Licensing, inside back cover; 
Hank Londoner, pages 91 and 94- 
95; Hank Londoner/Pat Hill, pages 
65-71; Patrick Lowry/Michael Wood- 
ward Licensing, pages 38 and 39; 
Glenn McLaughlin, front cover; 
MGM/UA, page 27; Earl Miller, 
pages 29, 30, 31 top, 80 top, 85 
and 86; Joe Peoples, pages 62- 
64; Suze Randall, page 28; Dan 
Reed, pages 58 and 61; Scala/ 
Auer, Schmidt and Co. GmbH., 
page 35; David Schoen, page 31 
bottom; Joanie Schwarz, page 79; 
Dennis Silvermoon, pages 90 and 
95 top; James Stonebraker, pages 
11, 12, 13, 42, 43, 44, 45, 46, 54, 
55 and 57; Juliet van Otteren, 
pages 48-51; Carl Wachter, pages 
74, 76, 80 bottom, 81, 92, 93 and 
95 bottom. 
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NOW ON VIDEO 


What would you expect when the world’s most provocative magazine 
comes to life in your home? Beautiful women? Of course. But it’s much more 
than that. It’s a tasteful and exquisitely erotic experience—and now you 


THE GIRLS OF PENTHOUSE. It’s everything you'd expect from the world’s most 
successful magazine for men—an engaging, exciting seduction in which 
pulsating rhythms, fantasy, and flesh all spring fo life. 


PENTHOUSE* VIDEO 


can play a part! 


Penthouse Products, Video Dept. 
200 N. 12 Street, Newark, N.J. 07107 


Please rush me The Girls of Penthouse video (58 min- 
utes) for only $29.98 plus $3.50 postage and handling 
per tape. 

Name 


Address 


HY ia Slane : 

Please indicate: 0 VHS (GOP1V) © BETA (GOP'B) 

O Check enclosed 0 Money order enclosed 

O Visa 0 MasterCard 

PR OR a a EY, Ci 


Interbank # for MasterCard 

GS Le EO SES OE EL a ess Sa a 
Credit card holders call toll-free: 1-800-222-3393 
Payment must accompany order. Rates for U.S. only. 


Allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. No Canadian or foreign 
orders. 


Husband Asks Chum: 
“Wanna Borrow My Wife?” 
For some time | tried to 
interest my wife in fucking 
another guy while | watched, 
but nothing worked. She 
refused even to discuss tt, 
and | really didn’t Know what 
to do. Then, in a letter you 
published, | read about a guy 
who hid in a closet and 
arranged to have his wife and 
a male friend of theirs review 
an X-rated movie together, 
which led to her and the 
friend fucking together. | 
figured that it couldn't hurt to 
try the same plan—and it 
worked. 

My wife is a blonde with 
big tits and a tiny waist. She's 
thirty-three years old and, 
even after two kids, she turns 
heads. | noticed long ago that 
she always got the eye from 
my neighbor, who is also my 
drinking and fishing buday, 
whenever he was visiting. He 
was always trying to be close 
to her and touch her, and he 
was always making sexy 
remarks to her. 

One night, while we were 
having a few, he told me how 
lousy his sex life was with his 
wife and how horny he was. | 
said | was in the same boat 
and always wanted to do 
things that my wife wouldn't. 
Then | asked him if he would 
like to help me change things. 
He almost choked as | 
explained my plan. When he 
realized | was for real, he 
became very excited—and 
was he ever eager! 

The following Friday night, 
while the kids were staying 
overnight at their grand- 
mother's, my wife and | 
shared a few glasses of wine 
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CROWD SCENES 


before | “left to attend a 
business meeting down- 
town.” Actually, though, | only 
went upstairs and hid in the 
hall closet. About an hour 
later, my friend Joe rang the 
bell and Chris, my wife, let 
him in. He told her that he'd 
bought a new video and 
wanted to show it to me. 
When she said | wasn't home, 
he asked if he could watch it 
anyway on our VCR, 
explaining that his was out of 
order. She reluctantly agreed, 
but after he kidded around a 
bit with her, she seemed to 
relax. They went into the living 
room, where he asked her to 
help him start the tape. Chris 
got the video going and 
watched a few seconds of it. 
It was about a husband who 
comes home, finds his wife in 
bed with another woman and 
joins them for a threesome. It 
started out with some good 
scenes of the two women 
licking and sucking each 
other. Chris saw several 
minutes of this action before 
she left the room. She kept 
returning every few minutes, 
though, and each time stayed 
a little longer. From the closet 
| could see her clearly and | 
soon noticed that her nipples 
were hard and her breathing 
was growing heavy. 

Eventually she sat on the 
edge of the couch next to Joe 
as she continued watching 
the video. Joe inched closer 
to her until he put his arm on 
the back of the couch and 
dangled his hand over her 
shoulder. She didn’t move 
away, so he got bolder and 
brushed her tit with his 
fingertips. 

Chris’s nipples are very 


sensitive. When Joe felt how 
hard they were, and when 
she didn't say no, he started 
to pinch them lightly. He kept 
pinching and then stroking for 
a while and then started with 
his other hand to caress her 
bare thigh below her shorts. 
When she still said nothing to 
stop him, he slid his hand 
Slowly up her leg toward her 
cunt. When he reached the 
top of her thigh, she stopped 
him. But she didn’t stop his 
other hand, so he began 
massaging her tits with both 
hands. A few more minutes 
passed before he unbuttoned 
her blouse, reached inside 
her bra and played with her 
on even more intimate terms. 

| was going nuts from 
watching this. | couldn't help 
but pull out my cock and start 
jacking off. Chris, meanwhile, 
snuggled against him and he 
pulled her bra up over her tits. 
He kissed the back of her 
neck and resumed pleasur- 
ing her nipples. | heard her 
tell Joe to wait amoment, and 
she unbuttoned her blouse 
the rest of the way and took it 
and her bra off. There she 
sat, breathtakingly naked 
from the waist up, in front of 
another man, letting him play 
with her tits. | almost gasped 
aloud when she pulled his 
head down and shoved one 
of her breasts into his mouth. 
This was more than | could 
take and | came off for the 
first time, soaking the closet 
door with my hot jism. 

Joe was going nuts, 
sucking those big 36D tits, 
and Chris was leaning back, 
sighing and moaning with 
pleasure. He soon put his 
hand back on her leg—this 


Polymorphous 
perverse 


permutations and 
combinations, 
described firsthand. 
if three is a 

crowd, what of 
four... or five? 
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READING AROUND 


What’s Good 

for the Group 

College campuses are not 
the hotbeds of social 
concern they once were. 
Just ask the Bristol 
University Student Union 
president. Jet magazine 
reported that he thought 
that one sure way to raise 
money for charity was a 
fortyeight-hour sexathon. 
Unfortunately for the 
would-be beneficiaries, 
the event had to be 
canceled due to apathy of 
female students, of whom 
none bought a single 
ticket. 

This used not to be the 
case. And, as evidence, 
Jet published another 
item: the recent archae- 
ological find of “what 
could be the world’s 
biggest pornographic cen- 
terfold.” Located in the 
Tianshan Mountains of 
northwest China, the 
two-thousand-year-old 
rock engraving measures 
forty-five feet by thirty feet 
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and depicts a mass of 
human figures entangled 
in “some very compromis- 
ing positions.” Archaeolo- 
gists believe it reveals the 
desire of primitive people 
for human reproduction. 
But we at PL have not 
ruled out the possibility 
that it might be nothing 
more than the bookkeep- 
ing of some ancient 
charitable organization's 
fund-raising event. Gd 


CROWD SCENES 


time with no objection from 
Chris—and ran it up to her 
cunt. After about a minute, 
though, she nudged his hand 
away. Just then, the actor on 
the tape started to eat out one 
of the actresses—and Joe 
got an inspiration. He started 
to eat his way slowly down 
Chris’s stomach, all the while 
pulling on her nipples. He got 
down on the floor in front of 
her and began to lick the 
inside of her thighs, first one 
and then the other. She 
gradually spread her thighs, 
finally allowing him easy 
access to her pussy, which 
he was soon biting lightly 
through her shorts. Chris then 
leaned back and began 
playing with her tits while Joe 
kept eating at her crotch. She 
would watch the tape, look 
down at Joe and then look 
back at the tape. Her crotch 
became soaked with Joe’s 
saliva and her own cunt 
juices. 

Suddenly, the tape ended. 
| thought it meant an end also 
to Joe and Chris's getting it 
on together, but she stood 
up and took off her shorts and 
panties. Then she stepped 
forward, grabbed the back of 
Joe’s head and pulled it hard 
against her cunt. By now | 
was so excited that | shot my 
second load. Seeing my wife 
naked in front of another man 
was more of a turn-on than I'd 
anticipated! 

Joe was hugging her 
around her ass and pulling 
her cunt into his mouth. He 
wildly licked and sucked it. 
Chris was so excited that her 
knees buckled and she fell 
back on the couch with her 
legs wide apart, letting Joe 
eat her until she came. 

While she lay there, 
moaning and flopping around, 
Joe jumped up and ripped 
his clothes off. His cock was 
rock-hard and standing out 
straight. Without a word, he 
lay on top of her and guided 
it into her soaking pussy. He 
Started pumping his cock in 
and out of her as fast as he 
could, until she was fucking 


him back. Her head went 
back, her legs came up and 
she started to moan again as 
she pushed against him. 
They came off together in 
about two minutes. Seeing 
that, | orgasmed for the third 
time. | hadn't climaxed so 
much in years, but the 
excitement of seeing my 
beautiful wife fuck someone 
else was just too much. 

Joe was still lying on Chris 
with his cock in her when she 
pushed him off and began to 
cry. Joe sat up and tried to 
comfort her. He started to kiss 
her and she put her arms 
around him and kissed him 
back. His cock was still hard 
and standing up between 
them. She reached down and 
played with it while she 
rubbed against him and 
kissed him. They flopped 
back down on the couch and 
he began to finger her cunt 
while she stroked his shaft. | 
heard her say that she 
wanted to fuck again. He 
rolled on top of her and slid 
his cock back in. They 
enjoyed a leisurely fuck, after 
which she made him get 
dressed and leave. 

While Chris was in the 
shower, | “came home.” She 
acted kind of strange and 
was unusually quiet. | was 
horny as hell and, after we 
went to bed, | began to play 
with her tits and her clit. | 
wanted to have sex. Not only 
was | in a state of excitement 
from what I'd witnessed, but | 
wanted to see if | could come 
again. After a couple of 
minutes, though, Chris began 
bawling. She told me what 
had happened. After calming 
her down, | told her that | 
understood and how excited 
| was to know she'd fucked 
someone else and had been 
naked in front of him. She got 
aroused again and we had 
the best fuck we'd ever had, 
even though | had already 
come three times that 
evening. Now she thinks she 
would like to do It again, only 
next time she wants Joe's 
wife to be involved ina 


four-sided orgy. If this ever 
happens, I'll write and let you 
know.—Name and address 
withheld 


Eureka! Girls Discover 
Large Virgin Cock and 
Drain its Resources 

We are a couple of fun-loving 
guys, attending an all-male 
school in the deep South. We 
have very lovely girlfriends 
who attend another school. 
When the two of them came 
for a weekend visit, my 
fantasy came to fruition. 

It all began when the four 
of us went to a club for drinks 
and dancing. Kevin and Ellen 
were making passionate 
moves on each other, while 
Shelley and | were just getting 
tanked up. Later in the 
evening, a good friend, Ricky, 
joined us. By that time, Kevin 
and | had noticed that the 
lovely nipples of Ellen and 
Shelley had increased in size 
and hardness. A few drinks 
later, we all decided to go to 
Ricky’s beach house to 
continue the festivities. 

By the time we arrived at 
the house, Shelley was 
uncontrollably horny and 
rubbing my cock. Ellen 
began doing the same to 
Kevin's nine inches as they 
lay together on the couch. | 
suggested to Shelley that she 
and | head for the bedroom. 
Halfway up the stairs, Shelley 
suggested that the two 
couples stage a performance 
for Ricky, the only virgin 
among us. Kevin and Ellen 
agreed to the idea, and Ricky 
got so happy and excited that 
he could hardly speak, so the 
five of us hurried to the 
bedroom together. Each of 
the four of us started off in the 
usual manner, kissing and 
rubbing one another in just 
the right places. About an 
hour later, we were all 
engrossed in sex. Shelley 
was sighing and saying how 
she had never before felt so 
good as | wildly licked and 
sucked her sweet pussy. My 
tongue was pistoning in and 
out of her hole while my nose 
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massaged her clit. Her whole 
body shook at last and she 
splashed my face with her 
juices. 

Of course, | knew that 
Shelley was going to take all 
of my ten-incher in her hot 
box. | got on top of her and 
sucked her hard nipples. She 
couldn't wait to get my cock 
in her. She was practically 
crying, “Please, Scott, | need 
it now! Fuck me harder than 
ever!” When | graciously 
responded to her needs, | 
thought | was in paradise. 
Thrusting in and out for nearly 
twenty minutes, | was so 
interested in making Shelley 
climax that | almost forgot 
about Kevin and Ellen. When 
| finally did glance up, | was 
shocked to see Kevin pull out 
of Ellen’s snatch and shoot all 
over her belly and her pubic 
hair. His creamy hot semen 
was all over her suntanned 
skin. Ellen moaned in ecstasy 
as she scooped it up with her 
fingers and greedily swal- 
lowed it. 

While Shelley and | were 
locked in a passionate kiss, 
and Kevin and Ellen were 
engaged in a 69, | noticed 
Shelley looking out of the 
corner of her eye at Ricky. | 
looked at him, too. He had his 
cock in his hand. Shelley told 
me later that it was the largest 
cock she has ever seen. She 
thought that maybe Ricky had 
remained a virgin so long 
because no ordinary girl 
could ever take in his cock 
without difficulty. 

Ricky began stroking his 
huge love-monster, the sight 
of which drove Ellen as well 
as Shelley into a sexual 
frenzy. Both girls grabbed for 
it like kids grabbing for a toy 
on Christmas morning. And 
Ricky's eyes lit up like a 
Christmas tree. When Ellen 
started to suck on the head 
of his cock, Shelley began 
caressing his balls. After a 
while they switched positions. 
It seemed like an eternity 
before Ricky filled Shelley’s 
mouth with his love juices. 

All Kevin and | could do 
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while watching this terrific 
scene was jerk off. Ricky then 
allowed Ellen to reach a new 
plateau of pleasure by 
lowering herself on his 
still-erect missile, She took his 
cherry and rode him to her 
loudest, wildest orgasm. 
Shelley then took her turn, 
screaming in pleasure when 
she and Ricky orgasmed 
together. 

It was a night that | will 
never forget—and it gave 
Shelley a whole new outlook 
on life. My sex life has never 
been better, thanks largely to 
Ricky. | have been in touch 
with Ricky during the couple 
of months that have since 
passed, and he seems very 
satisfied with his new 
reputation as a “man of big 
means.’—Name and aa- 
dress withheld 


Guest Speaks Softly 
and Carries a Big Stick 
One evening, Tom, my 
husband, had to work late. 
Our kids were spending the 
night with friends, so | was 
home by myself and very 
horny. | put on my silk nightie 
and got out some sexy 
pictures Tom and | had taken 
of each other. Seeing his 
hard, shining cock made me 
even hornier. My pussy was 
throbbing and aching for 
attention. | started rubbing it 
slowly, running my fingers up 
and down the wet slit from 
my hole to my clit, trying to 
soothe it. It wasn’t long before 
| was coming. 

| kept thinking of Tom's 
hard, smooth rod in my mouth 
and how it would feel to have 
another man or woman with 
us when we made love. My 
pussy’s needs became more 
intense, and it was throbbing 
more than ever. | rubbed it 
faster and harder, and soon | 
was coming again. Finally | 
managed to cool down a little 
and drifted off to sleep. 

When Tom got home he 
found me asleep on the floor 
in front of the fireplace. 
Quietly kneeling beside me, 
he pulled out his cock and 


started rubbing it all over my 
face. It was warm and as 
hard as a rock. | started 
sucking it. Then | was 
surprised, as | felt someone 
gently nibbling on my pussy 
lips and breathing warm air 
between my thighs. The 
faster | Sucked, the faster the 
nibbling at my hot twat 
became. The smell of Tom’s 
hot cock was enough to drive 
me crazy, but the nibbling 
was making me orgasm. Tom 
told me to get ready for the 
fucking and sucking of my 
life. With my eyes still shut, | 
began running my tongue up 
and down the shaft while | 
enjoyed the pussylicking | 
was receiving. 

There were no lights on, 
so, when | finally opened my 
eyes, | couldn't see who was 
between my legs. | knew it 
was aman from his slightly 
scratchy face. He said to me 
that he had waited a long time 
for this and that he and Tom 
were really going to give it to 
me. He said that Tom had 
told him how much | love to 
suck cock and fuck. Tom 
pulled away and said, “So 
now you're really going to get 
it, but first we have to make 
sure you're ready.” 

The stranger removed 
himself from between my 
legs, got up, and started 
rubbing his cock around my 
mouth and face. While the 
stranger was doing that, Tom 
told me not to suck or even 
lick the guy's cock. It was 
very difficult not to sample 
this man’s equipment, but | 
complied with Tom's rules. 
Tom then placed himself 
between my thighs and 
began lapping up my juices. 
He also teased me with his 
fingers, running them up and 
down my slit as he sucked 
my hard, swollen clit. Tom's 
companion was still stroking 
his cock and rubbing it all 
over my face. | could feel its 
soft, warm skin. | wanted to 
suck it, it smelled so sweet. | 
came several times before 
one of them said, “Okay, 
show us what you were doing 


READING AROUND 


You Animal, You 
A recent article about 
human attraction, which 
appeared in World Maga- 
zine, suggests that we 
may not be as far removed 
as we think from the 
mating games of other 
species in the animal 
kingdom. (No comments, 
please, about dogs in the 
cathouse, bitches in heat 
or snakes in the grass.) 
From exotically plumed 
birds that strut their stuff 
to magnificently maned 
lions to the strange 
dances and courtship 
rituals that other male 
animals perform in order 
to attract a mate, the roles 
are clearly defined: Males 
display, females select. 
And even though 
women tend to display 
their best feminine quali- 
ties, anthropologists say, 
there appears to be an 
instinctive urge in most 
human males, from pu- 
berty onward, to “dis- 


play,’ whether it's prowess 
on the playing field or 
owning a fast car or 
dominating the board 
room (a parrotlike punk 
hairdo and the impression 
of a hard dick in a pair of 
tight pants being less than 
ideally suited to most 
social situations). All of 
these things are supposed 
to show women what racy 
animals men are—studs, 
just broken loose from a 
CONTINUED ON FOLLOWING PAGE 
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stag party and hot to trot 
with the first young filly 
who bobs her ponytail 
past them. 

“Women may argue 
that they are still the ones 
who wait to be ap- 
proached,’ the article 
notes, “but the fact 
remains that, without that 
initial signal from her, most 
men are unlikely to make 
any advances.’ 

The signal could be as 
subtle as a smile or eye 
contact. The eyes speak a 
universal language in the 
ongoing negotiations for 
sex. When a person Is 
aroused by what he or she 
sees, the pupils become 
dilated, sending a signal 
that is probably picked up 
subconsciously. Bypass- 
ing poetic notions about 
“mirrors of the soul,” the 
natives of Melanesia 
consider the eyes to be 
“the seat of sexual 
passion which, when 
focused upon the object 
of their desire, wake up 
and are entirely responsi- 
ble for the desire to 
copulate.” 

It's also been shown 
that “when a woman 
meets a man she finds 
physically attractive, a 
faint flushing of the facial 
skin and the area right 
down to the breasts often 
occurs.” So it’s wise to 
keep your eyes on her 
décolletage, guy. If you 
find the bird-is suddenly a 
robin redbreast, it may be 
mating season. And smile. 
Research has shown that 
a happy and confident 
facial expression is one of 
the most appealing of all 
human characteristics. In 
any case, remember that 
it is she who ultimately 
accepts or rejects a 
potential partner. fd 
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earlier. We want to see you 
rub your cunt.” 

| asked them if it turned 
them on to watch me 
masturbate. They both took 
their hard cocks and started 
jerking them madly. This 
excited me so much that | 
thought | would never get any 
relief. | stuck my fingers in 
my wet twat as far as | could. 
Tom kept saying that he was 
going to come all over me, 
but that | had to fuck myself 
first. He left the room and 
came back with my dildo and 
Our camera (it works in low 
light). | still couldn't see who 
the other man was, but that 
excited me even more. 

| took the dildo from Tom 
and put it in as far as | could. 
| watched them as they 
masturbated. Tom took a 
couple of pictures. The 
flashes blinded me even 
more. After | had come, the 
mystery man came over to 
me, grabbed the dildo and 
started sliding it into me while 
Tom took more pictures. 

Tom placed himself at my 
head, where | could smell his 
cock, and he asked if | 
wanted to suck it. | said, 
“Yes, | want to... . Please, | 
need to suck it and bite it.” 
He asked his friend if he 
should let me suck his cock, 
but his friend said that he 
didn't think | was ready yet. 

This drove me wild— 
seeing it, smelling it, but not 
being able to touch it. Tom 
agreed with him and said to 
me, “Hands off, baby!” He 
Slowly licked his way to my 
clit and started sucking on it 
wildly as the other man 
fucked my vagina harder and 
faster with the dildo. He kept 
telling Tom, “Suck her cunt 
good and hard. She deserves 
it.” | came again and asked if 
| could finally suck one of their 
COCkS. 

Then Tom said, “| think 
she’s had enough of that 
phony cock,” and the 
stranger pulled it out of me. 
They stood up and guided 
me to the kitchen table, where 
they placed me on my back. 


Tom sat in a chair and 
watched as the mystery man 
spread my legs wide open 
and checked my pussy for 
wetness. His fingers were 
warm and slightly callused. 
He told Tom that he thought | 
was ready. So Tom tasted 

my hot-box by sticking his 
tongue in as far as he could 
and said, “No, not yet.” His 
friend climbed on the table, 
and began licking my tits and 
rubbing his cock over my 
face again. | could no longer 
Stand it and grabbed his cock 
and sucked it into my mouth. 

Tom pulled away and took 
more pictures. “Show me 
how a cock is supposed to 
be sucked, baby,’ he said. 
“Suck it good.” | could taste 
the guy's pre-come juice and 
knew it wouldn't be long 
before he would blow his 
wad. | sucked harder and 
faster. Tom kept saying, 
“Suck him till he’s dry, baby!” 
It wasn’t much longer before 
the stranger pulled his cock 
out of my steaming mouth 
and shot all over my tits. Tom 
took pictures of the come on 
my chest and told me | was a 
good girl. 

He wiped my breasts clean 
and handed the camera to his 
friend. He said it was his turn 
now and he stuck his pole in 
my mouth. It tasted so good 
that | just had to rub my 
pussy. It wasn’t long before 
he also came and filled my 
starving mouth. His friend 
shot a lot of pictures. Tom 
came so much that | thought 
| was going to drown. 

We all needed a rest, so 
we smoked some doobies. 
When Tom turned on all the 
lights so we could look at our 
new Polaroids, | was 
surprised to discover how 
handsome our new partner 


_ was. My pussy started to 


throb again. | rubbed it slowly 
and watched in awe as they 
both became hard again. 

We moved back into the 
living room, where they had 
me get down on my hands 
and knees. The mystery man 
climbed under me and 


started sucking my pussy 
while Tom fucked it from 
behind. | exploded again and 
again. Tom released his last 
drops of energy as his friend 
sucked madly on my sopping 
cunt. When Tom pulled his 
cock out, his friend got out 
from under and turned me 
over for the finishing touch. 
He put his hard rod in my 
pussy while Tom took more 
pictures and told him to fuck 
me “good and hard.” Soon 
this sexy man exploded and 
fell on me in exhaustion. 

We all showered and 
looked at our pictures again 
and agreed to do this again 
some time. When | woke up, 
Tom was rubbing his 
sweet-smelling cock all over 
my face, and | felt someone 
between my thighs going 
after my hot twat—Name and 
adaress withheld 


Dick-Addicted Wife 

Gets a Dick Dosage 

from a Good Doctor 

My wife Bonnie and | were 
having a quiet dinner at a 
hotel restaurant. We were 
celebrating the final payment 
for her Firebird. The meal was 
terrific and we were relaxed. 
Bonnie was feeling particu- 
larly sexy that night. She had 
chosen a yellow dress, in 
which she looked smashing. 
The dress was cut high and 
she kept flashing glimpses of 
her thighs throughout dinner. 
A hint of her nipples was 
visible, too, as she wore no 
bra that night. 

After dinner the waiter 
brought us each a coffee cup 
filled with Tia Maria and 
whipped cream. The drinks 
were sent by a man at the 
bar. He turned out to be a 
doctor who had worked in the 
same office as Bonnie back 
in Indiana. We asked him to 
join us at our table. He was 
an attractive, distinguished- 
looking fellow, several years 
older than us. As we talked, | 
recalled that Bonnie had 
mentioned him earlier and 
said what fun they'd once had 
at an office party. 
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The doctor, recently di- 
vorced, was in town for a few 
days to attend a seminar. It 
was a pleasure to be in his 
company, as he was very 
articulate, open and quick- 
witted. It was obvious that 
Bonnie was enjoying his 
company also. He invited us 
up to his room for more 
conversation and Tia Maria. 
In the elevator | whispered to 
Bonnie that with a little luck 
she could have a double 
celebration. She didn't an- 
swer, but | noticed her 
nipples were starting to get 
hard. 

Somehow | ended up 
settling in a Chair, while the 
doctor sat on one bed and 
my wife on the other. She had 
her legs drawn up, and it was 
obvious the doctor could see 
her panties. Soon he turned 
to me and said “Your wife is 
turning me on.” With a wink 
and a look of agreement from 
Bonnie, | said, “She's real 
good at that.” 

That was all the encour- 
agement they needed. Soon 
they were stretched out 
together on the bed. The 
good doctor ran his hands 
up her dress and began 
rubbing her pussy. Soon she 
undid his trousers and pulled 
out his hard penis. | was 
quickly out of my clothes and 
helping Bonnie out of her 
dress. The doctor then got his 
first view of her gorgeous 
pink-tipped breasts. His head 
was soon buried between 
them. | pulled off her pants, 
which were soaked with her 
sex juices. | have always 
enjoyed finger-fucking Bon- 
nie, and that night was she 
ever ready! With my fingers 
in her twat and the doctor 
sucking on her nipples, she 
had her first orgasm of the 
evening. 

The doctor's tongue soon 
replaced my fingers in her 
pussy. He moved around on 
the bed so Bonnie could suck 
and lick his dick, which was 
similar in size to mine, but 
uncircumcised. | continued 
kissing Bonnie’s neck and 
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ears as | watched her suck 
someone else’s penis for the 
first time. The doctor must 
have been saving it up, for 
he came quickly and flooded 
Bonnie's mouth. As he pulled 
out, | gave Bonnie a kiss—my 
first taste of another's come. 
At this point | wanted some 
of the same, so | straddled 
her chest and put my dick to 
her mouth. The good doctor 
was still in the game. He 
entered her pussy. Bonnie 
pulled up her legs and took 
him in as far as she could. 
Her passion soon had me 
coming. | pulled out and 
sprayed my semen all over 
her well-formed tits. The two 
of them continued until they 
both came again. 

| had never seen Bonnie 
so excited before. She got 
up on her hands and knees 
and took me doggie-style. 
She reached down and 
rubbed her clit and felt my 
dick going in and out, and 
soon we were coming again. 
We cleaned up shortly after 
that and departed, for we had 
to work the next day. Bonnie 
was still horny on the way 
home. Neither of us could 
quite believe what had 
happened, but we knew we 
had enjoyed it. We made love 
in the morning, and Bonnie 
expressed a desire to be 
alone with the doctor before 
he left town. | agreed, as long 
as she told me about it. 

Before week's end, she 
took a day off and called him. 
He had a meeting that 
morning but his afternoon 
was free. He invited her for 
lunch and a swim and 
whatever. She arrived at 
noontime, but they skipped 
lunch and went straight to his 
room. They were soon 
making love. As she told me 
later, it was just great to be 
alone with him. After a quick 
shower together, during 
which she drained the good 
doctor dry, they put on their 
Swimsuits and headed for the 
pool. ) 

They never made tt, 
however. On the way to the 


elevator, they stopped ata 
pharmaceutical company's 
hospitality room. As Bonnie 
stood around in her two-piece 
swimsuit and a just-fucked 
look on her face that made 
her the hit of the room, she 
soon had several guys 
grabbing ass and making 
suggestive remarks. Then 
she thought, “Why not?” The 
next fellow who grabbed her 
ass got his dick grabbed. 
Bonnie was soon in the 
bedroom with four fellows, 
including the doctor. She said 
that she lost track of how 
many times she came or they 
came, but when she arrived 
home, she wasn't finished. 

When she came through 
the door, she began telling 
me about what had hap- 
pened. | could hardly believe 
it. The more she told me, the 
harder my dick became. 
Never before had it hurt so 
good. | tore off my clothes 
and Bonnie's. Her pussy was 
still wet from their come, and 
her pubic hair was damp. | 
pumped my dick into her and 
felt their come. We were soon 
swooning as she graphically 
told me how she had sucked 
each guy after he had come 
in her. | pulled out of her and 
had her suck me off, too. 

That was our wildest few 
days of sex ever. That was 
over a year ago, and we 
haven't had an experience 
like it Since, but we talk about 
it often. Someday a similar 
situation will arise, or the 
good doctor will be back in 
town.—Name and address 
withheld 


Maybe the above letters pale 
in comparison to your torrid 
tales of sex en masse. But if 
these letters had not been writ- 
ten by your fellow readers, you 
would not be as fired-up right 
now as we hope you are. Why 
don't you tell us your hottest 
sex story and turn on the rest 
of the world (and maybe even 
yourself). Send your letters to: 
Penthouse Letters, Depart- 
ment DM/BV, 1965 Broadway, 
New York, N.Y. 10023-5965. 
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Feeling Your Oats 

Forget that Spanish fly, 
those oysters and mega- 
doses of Vitamin E, for 
there's finally an aphrodis- 
iac that really works! It's 
called Exsativa and it’s 
made from oat and nettle 
extracts. According to a 
report published in MGF 
magazine, researchers at 
the Institute for Advanced 
Study of Human Sexuality 
in San Francisco are quite 
excited by their new : 
discovery. Institute presi- 
dent Ted Mcllvenna claims 
that Exsativa enhances 
both sexual performance 


and desire. But don't 
expect the street value of 
oatmeal cookies to sky- 
rocket. Nor is a spoonful 
of Quaker'’s finest, dis- 
creetly stirred into your 
date’s drink, likely to make 
scoring with her any 
easier. Exsativa’s ‘active 
ingredient,’ MGF noted, 
“ig not adequately con- 
centrated in the oat grain, 
and to extract it. . . 
requires a special proc- 
ess. 

MGF also relays a few 
little-known facts about 
orgasm from the book, 
How Big Is Big. The typical 
male, for example, ejacu- 
lates one teaspoon of 
semen a distance be- 
tween twelve and twenty- 
four inches at twenty-eight 
miles per hour. The 
ejaculate contains only 
five calories. bd 
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ritics have long praised John Updike 
for his flowing style and incisive de- 
scriptions. But they have failed to note 
that Updike has done more than any 
—« other major American novelist to 
make explicit sexual description accept- 
able. As a summa cum laude graduate of 
Harvard and former staff writer for The 
New Yorker, Updike has the credentials 
and connections to win the Pulitzer Prize, 
the American Book Award and the Nation- 
al Book Critics Circle Award for a novel 
with lines like these: 


He is growing thick and long but still 
she forces her lips each time down 
to her fingers as they encircle him at 
his base... . She too is near tears, 
perhaps from the effort of not gag- 
ging. She backs off and stares at 
the staring eye of his glans, swollen 
face of his foreskin... . She kisses 
it lightly, once, twice, flicking her 
tongue, then bobs again, until it 
seems she must come up for air. 
‘““God,’’ she sighs. ‘‘l’ve wanted to 
do that for so long. Suck you. 
Come. Come, Harry. Come in my 
mouth.’ 


That description of fellatio in Rabbit ls Rich 
is hardly an isolated example of Updike’s 
randy writing. The same prize-winning 
novel, published in 1981, contains graph- 
ic depictions of anal sex and ‘‘water play.’ 

This unlikely writer of erotica was born 
fifty-six years ago in Shillington, Pennsyl- 
vania. Updike attended Oxford after grad- 
uating from Harvard. Then, at age twenty- 
four, he took a staff job at The New Yorker, 
where he worked as a ‘‘Talk of the Town” 
reporter. After a couple of years at the 
magazine he turned his considerable writ- 
ing talents toward fiction and poetry. Be- 
fore reaching thirty he had already 
published a collection of short stories, two 
books of poetry and two novels. 

These earliest works gave little clue that 
Updike would be on the vanguard of the 
sexual revolution’s literary wing, and that 
many of his later works would be de- 
scribed by serious critics as ‘‘nearly por- 


nographic,’’ ‘‘sexually explicit’ and 


creating a ‘‘powerful new sexual image 
that no amount of censure can destroy.’ 

In Updike’s first major novel, Rabbit, 
Run, published in 1960, he introduces 
Harry ‘Rabbit’? Angstrom, a former high- 
school basketball star who is going 
through a meaning-of-life crisis as he tries 
to flee a miserable marriage. Upon leaving 
his hard-drinking wife, Janice, Rabbit 
takes up with Ruth, a local woman of dubi- 
ous virtue. At this point in his budding ca- 
reer, Updike isn’t ready to stretch 


Updike’s fluid, probing prose has opened 
literature’s doors to explicit sex. 
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convention. He writes around sexual mat- 
ters with oblique passages such as this 
one describing Ruth’s sexual experiences 
with other married men: 


They seemed sort of vague, as if 
she had kept her eyes shut, vague 
and pathetic and eager, wanting 
some business their wives wouldn't 
give, a few army words or a whim- 
per or that business with the mouth. 
That. 


Later in the same passage, Updike details 
Ruth’s initial experience with oral sex. She 
had been drinking and then woke up won- 
dering about the strange taste in her 
mouth. While making it clear that Ruth had 
swallowed semen, Updike allows she had 
done it only because she'd been drunk. 
This was 1960, remember. 

While Rabbit, Run did much to advance 
Updike’s career as a novelist, it did little to 
open the doors of serious literature to ex- 
plicit erotica. But eight years later, Up- 
dike’s best-selling Couples battered those 
doors down. The novel, Updike’'s fifth, was 
a certifiable literary event. Couples was 
featured on the cover of Time and it clearly 
ranked as the serious sex novel of the era. 
The novel was described as “‘a thinking 
man’s Peyton Place.’’ 

‘‘The couples,’ according to the Time 
article, ‘have made sex by turns their toy, 
their glue, their trauma, their therapy, their 


hope, their frustration, their revenge, their 


narcotic, their... communication.”’ 

Diana Trilling, writing in The Atlantic 
Monthly, added, “‘l can think of no other 
novel, even in these years of our sexual 
freedom ... as direct in its sexual report- 
ing, as abundant in its sexual activities.” 

Couples is set in the mythical town of 
Tarbox, an affluent suburb of Boston, 
where successful married couples in their 
late twenties and early thirties fall under 
the spell of the burgeoning sexual revolu- 
tion. With varying degrees of sophistica- 
tion they commit adultery, swap wives and 
participate in orgies. 

Updike makes it clear in Couples that 
sex and guilt are linked—at least in the 
mind of his main character, Piet. The book 
opens with Piet sitting in church, praying. 
Prayer and masturbation are two of Piet’s 
primary habits and upon receiving the 
benediction, he pictures his mistress na- 
ked with ‘‘a reflected sun pooled between 
her breasts.’ 

Piet feels an ‘‘erotic warmth’ as he 
edges out of the church through “‘a china- 
shop clutter of nodding old ladies.’’ Out- 
side he happens to spot the new woman in 
town, Foxy Whitworth, who is exiting the 
nearby Episcopal Church. Writes Updike, 
‘She carried a black hymnal in a long 
glove and the pink of her face was high in 
tone, as if she were blushing. 
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John Updike’s mass appeal 


and critical acclaim belie what 


lurks in his works. The sex 
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of the suburbanites who inhabit 


his books is certainly not tame 
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Two characters so easily aroused by a 
Sunday sermon would soon be frolicking 
between the sheets in other hands. While 
other couples in Couples fornicate madly, 
nearly two hundred pages of Updike’s 
beautifully crafted prose pass before Piet 
and Foxy find themselves in bed. 

Some eight years after writing Rabbit, 
Run, Updike uses the adulterous liaison 
between Piet and Foxy as his vehicle for 
describing oral sex: | 


Leonine he would lie back. Eyelids 
lowered, her dusty-rose cheek 
dented by the forcing apart of her 
jaws, her sleeping face would 
eclipse that gnarled choked part of 
him a Calvinist whisper by his cradle 
had taught him to consider vile. Her 
fluttered tongue and lips’ encircle- 
ment. Her hair spun air between his 
lifted thighs, nipples and fingernails, 
muddled echoes of blood. He 
would seek the light with one thrust 
and she would gag: penitent he 
would beg Come up and her 
tranced drained face swim to his 
and her cold limp lips as he kissed 
them wear a moony melted stale 
smell whose vileness she had taken 
into herself. All innocent they would 
lock loins, her belly gleaming great 
upon his, though short of breath and 
self forsaken she would not quite 
come; this had happened and 
would happen again that summer of 
the solar eclipse. 


Updike hardly limits himself to oral sex in 
Couples as he explores the boundaries of 
what society will allow in serious fiction. 
He flirts with sado-masochism as Piet 
cuffs around another of his lovers, Bea. 
Describing Piet, Updike writes that he 
‘discovers a treasury of cruelty in him- 
self’ as he smacks Bea’s buttocks and 
Slaps her face with enough force to leave a 
bruise. 

Calling S&M “‘a new frontier,’’ Updike 
explains that Piet just might have discov- 
ered a new way to increase the length of 
time he can “inhabit a woman.” 

Piet isn’t the only man in Tarbox with a 
violent streak. Bea tells Piet that her hus- 
band Roger also knocks her around. Piet, 
thus encouraged by Bea’s words, tells her 
that she invites it. Says Piet: ‘You're a 
lovely white hole to pour everything into. 
JiZZ, fists, spit.’’ Piet then spits between 
Bea's breasts and raises his arm as if he’s 
about to hit her. She asks him not to hurt 
her if he doesn’t absolutely need to. 

Couples is not without its lighter mo- 
ments. In a climactic scene, Piet and Foxy 
are trapped in an upstairs bathroom dur- 
ing a formal party. Piet is sucking on 
Foxy’s breasts when his wife knocks on 
- the bathroom door. With no place to hide, 
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Piet flings himself out the window to the 
frozen lawn twelve feet below. Just to 
complete the ludicrous picture, Piet’s es- 
Cape is witnessed by another adulterous 
couple who are necking on the lawn. 

Adultery, which seems to be the raison 
d'etre in Couples, is personified in the 
character of Foxy. As described by Up- 
dike, Foxy is frightened yet brazen, timid 
yet wanton, appalled yet unrepentant. 

Foxy’s adulterous fire allows her to take 
Piet’s ‘‘blood-stuffed prick into the floral 
surfaces of her mouth.’’ Even though his 
characters are fornicating like crazy, Up- 
dike (at least in 1968) can’t quite bring 
himself to believe that a woman can genu- 
inely enjoy fellatio. Finally Foxy convinces 
Piet that she likes swallowing his semen, 
in a scene that Updike sets in italics to 
make its importance clear: 


Do you really like that? 

Love it. | 

ls there a taste? 

A good taste. Salty and strong. A bit 
of something bitter, like lemon. 


Some seventy-three pages later, Updike 
returns to this seemingly vital question of 
swallowing semen and again sets the 
scene in italics: | 


Piet and Foxy: 

| abuse you. 

No. Don't stop. 

I'll come. 

Do. | can’t this time. Do, Piet. 
Truly? You like it? She nodded, si- 
lent, her mouth full. Her tongue flut- 
tered him into heat. Oh. Sweet. 
Swallow me. She swallowed him. 


With the question of whether women living 
in affluent suburbs of Boston like to swal- 
low Ivy League semen finally resolved, 
Updike reaches the denouement of Cou- 
ples in soap-opera fashion. Foxy has a 
back-alley (pre-Roe v. Wade) abortion be- 
cause Piet has somehow deposited his 
sperm in an orifice other than Foxy’s 
mouth. This breaks up the marriages of 
Foxy and Piet and they eventually marry 
each other and become a new couple in 
another town. 

After receiving only slight criticism for 
the sexual shenanigans in Couples (‘‘The 
problem with Couples,”’ sniped one aca- 
demic critic, ‘‘is all that sex’’), Updike has 
made graphic sex a part of all of his nov- 
els. And it hasn’t hurt his reviews, 

Three years later, when Rabbit Redux 
was published, critics hardly seemed to 
notice the explicit sex in the novel. A New 
York Times review called the book ‘‘a 
great and beautiful thing’ and a Life re- 
viewer wrote that Updike ‘thas drawn a 
beautiful portrait of Middle America.’’ 

That beautiful portrait includes vivid de- 


scriptions of Rabbit Angstrom having sex 
with his wife, her best friend and a run- 
away teenage heiress. He also dreams 
about sex with ‘‘a hefty coarse Negress, 
fat but not sloppy fat, muscular and mas- 
culine, with a trace of a mustache and a 
chipped front tooth.’’ The breasts of this 
least-likely fantasy woman ‘“‘swing in his 
face like boxing gloves with sensitive 
tips.”’ 

As in Couples, S&M rears its black-and- 
blue head in Rabbit Redux. Rabbit, after 
slapping teenaged heiress Jill, tries to 
apologize. When she threatens to leave, 
he begs her to stay. She then demands 
that he “‘take back those slaps.’’ Rabbit 
wants to know what he’s supposed to do 
and Jill tells him to kiss her feet. 

When Rabbit too quickly complies, Jill 
becomes annoyed because such ready 
compliance “implies pleasure,’ and kicks 
Rabbit in the face. Her toenails scrape his 
face near his eyes. He pins Jill’s ankles to © 
continue kissing her feet, which have a 
‘‘nice remembered locker room taste.’’ 

Jill then orders Rabbit to put his tongue 
between her toes. He again complies and 
then she spreads her legs and says, ‘‘Now 
here,’ even though she knows that Rabbit 
enjoys cunnilingus. Describing Jill’s or- 
gasm, Updike writes, ‘‘A spark kindles, a 
green sprig lengthens in the desert she 
has willed within her. ‘A little higher,’ Jill 
says, her voice quite softened and crum- 
bling, ‘Faster.’ ”’ 

In the novel's final explicit sex scene, 
Rabbit takes his wife’s all-too-experi- 
enced best friend, Peggy, to bed. After 
they ‘bump and fumble and unzip,’’ Rab- 
bit tastes ‘‘earth, salt swamp, between her . 
legs.’ But feeling the presence of other 
men, Rabbit loses his erection. In an odd 
twist, he again becomes aroused when an 
excited puppy jumps on the bed to play. 
The puppy is soon forgotten as Peggy 
tenses and relaxes the muscles of her va- 
gina. Announcing ‘‘Now,’’ Peggy comes 
one beat ahead of Rabbit. Her ‘‘solid 
thump of acome’’ allows him to ‘“‘hit home 
without fear of hurting her.’’ To Rabbit, it is 
‘‘a fuck innocent of madness.”’ 

By the end of the somewhat melodra- 
matic Rabbit Redux, Jill is dead, Peggy is 
single and Rabbit is making a halfhearted 
effort to rekindle his marriage with Janice. 
The novel’s final scene has Rabbit and 
Janice in a motel room engaging in activity 
that will lead to sex or sleep, either of 
which seems okay to Rabbit. 

Eight years later Rabbit and Janice are 
back, in Updike’s most honored novel, 
Rabbit Is Rich, which spent six months on 
the New York Times bestseller list and 
was hailed by major critics as ‘‘a splendid 
achievement,’ ‘‘superlative,’’ ‘‘master- 
ful” and “‘Updike’s triumph.”’ Fellow nov- 
elist John Cheever described Rabbit Is 
Rich as “‘the most important American 
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novel I’ve read in years. 

All of this praise, along with the Pulitzer 
Prize, was heaped upon a novel that gives 
us a vivid description of anal sex between 
Rabbit and a woman named Thelma dur- 
ing a wife-swapping weekend. 

Thelma, who wants to give Rabbit 
something to remember her by, already 
knows that other women have ‘‘sucked 
you off.’’ She then asks, ‘How many have 
you fucked up the ass?”’ 

When Rabbit answers none, Thelma 
seems surprised. Rabbit wonders if It 
hurts her and she tells him that it does at 
first, if you don't use Vaseline. 

After Thelma ‘‘anoints’’ Rabbit’s penis 
with petroleum jelly, she lies down beside 
him and curls up ‘‘as if to be shot from a 
cannon.’’ She guides his penis while tell- 
ing him to be gentle. 

Rabbit thinks it won't go in, but It does. 
Rabbit experiences anal sex: ‘The grip is 
tight at the base but beyond where a cunt 
is all velvety suction and caress, there Is 
no sensation: a void, a pure black box, a 
casket of perfect nothingness. ” 

After only a few thrusts, Rabbit comes. 
He wonders where his semen will go. He 
realizes it has nowhere to go except to mix 
with ‘‘Thelma’s sweet shit.’’ Rabbit admits 
to Thelma that anal sex makes him feel 
embarrassed. She tells him that it makes 
her feel ‘‘full of you’’ and ‘‘fucked up the 
ass’’ by “‘lovely’’ Rabbit Angstrom. 

Just to make sure that their tryst is mem- 
orable, Thelma later masturbates Rabbit 
and ‘“‘rubs his jism on her face, where it 
shines.’’ She then gets into the bathtub 
and asks him to urinate on her. “‘ ‘It’s hot!’ 
she exclaims, her sallow skin drummed 
up in designs such as men and boys drill 
in the snow.” 

Thelma and Rabbit reverse roles and 
she straddles him. Rabbit realizes that she 
cannot aim, but he’s hit by enough urine to 
know that her claim of excessive heat is an 
exaggeration. The temperature is more 
like coffee left to cool too long. 

In Updike’s three subsequent novels, 
The Witches of Eastwick, Roger's Version 
and S., he continues to use realistic de- 
scriptions of sex to draw full portraits of his 
characters. The critics, while briefly noting 
that these latest books have a sexual con- 
tent, hardly dwell on the point. And that’s 
because John Updike himself has made it 
safe for serious novelists to write at great 
length about sex and still have a publisher 
and an audience. 


The John Updike novels cited in this article 
are Rabbit, Run (Alfred A. Knopf, 1960), 
Couples (Alfred A. Knopf, 1968), Rabbit 
Redux (Alfred A. Knopf, 1971) and Rabbit 
Is Rich (Alfred A. Knopf, 1981). 


Sex in Updike can be poignant or hilari- 
ous—but will keep you plugging away. 
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MY MOST UNFORGETTABLE LAY 


y girlfriend and | have always had a A couple goes on a wild 
great and imaginative sex life, but since 
last week, it’s become fantastic. shopping spree at an adult 
While driving around town one night, ————— 

we passed an adult bookstore. On an bookstore and proceeds to 

impulse | drove around the block, and asked 

Jennifer if she’d like to go inside. | could tell try out the goodies in a 

that she was torn between embarrassment 

and excitement, but finally, flushed and ner- hot and nasty video booth 

vous, she answered, ‘‘Yes.”’ 

This particular store was kind of classy and 

not sleazy at all, and as we walked inside, the 

look on her face was like that of a kid in a 

candy store as she took in the rows of maga- 

zines, vibrators, dildos and lotions. Jenny 

boldly walked up to a table with vibrators on 

display and began to sample the merchan- 

dise. Watching her pick one up and softly cup 

it in the palm of her hand, | could tell that her 

sweet pussy was rapidly becoming as hot as 

my cock was hard. | asked her if she saw any- 

thing that she might like to have buried up in- 

side her wet little slit, and she handed me two 

vibrators. 

Next stop was the magazine racks. | told 

her that she could buy whatever she wanted. 

Jenny began to leaf through page after page 

of open pussies and erect cocks. Narrowing 

her selection down to six magazines full of 

come-covered breasts, tongues in pussies, 

cocks poised to plunge into waiting cunts and 

streams of come spurting into open mouths, 

she told me that her pussy was wetter and 

hotter than it had ever been before, 


Video, video, on the wall, who’s the steami- 
est couple of them all? 
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and that her panties were literally soaked 
with her juices. 

As we moved on to a display of dildos 
and creams, | realized Jenny had now lost 
all of her remaining inhibitions. She boldly 
picked up rubber cocks of different 
shapes and sizes and stroked them be- 
tween her fingers as though stroking my 
own throbbing member. 

Handing me three of them, the last of 
which was enormous in length and cir- 
cumference, she said that she loved the 
feel of my thick, seven-inch cock in her 
mouth and pussy, but had always fanta- 
sized about being fucked by a really huge 
cock. She also grabbed a bottle of pep- 
permint lubricating love lotion and piled it 
on top of the other things. 

Our shopping now complete, | went to 
the counter to pay for her treasure chest of 
toys, while Jenny headed for the rest 
room. Upon her return | felt a soft, damp 
object being pressed into my hands, and, 
looking down, saw that she had given me 
her bra and panties. Leaving the counter, 
she asked to see some of the videos, so 
with my dick throbbing in my jeans and her 
love juices flowing down her thighs, we 
headed for a booth. 

Once inside, | jammed several dollars 
worth of quarters in the machine, while 
Jenny dropped to her knees and tore my 
jeans down off my hips. Grabbing my wild- 
ly pulsing cock in her hand, she engulfed 
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Bill slipped his wad of quarters into the 
hot slot and the action zoomed. 


the head of my throbbing shaft in her hot 
mouth. | watched as my cock disappeared 
between her pouting lips. She fondled my 
balls with one hand while caressing her 
gushing pussy with the other. Pumping my 
dick, she told me that she wanted to watch 
come splash all over her titties. This re- 
quest, unusual for Jennifer, surprised me 
and sent me over the edge. Streams of hot 
come exploded from the head of my dick 
for what seemed an eternity. Jenn 
pumped and rubbed the last drops of 
white cream all over her tits. 

Pulling Jenny to her feet, | unhooked her 
Skirt and let it fall before setting her down 
in the lone chair occupying the booth. With 
Jenn facing the screen, | lifted her legs up 
in the air and propped her feet against the 
wall before kneeling down between her 
heavenly thighs. Jenn’s overflowing hon- 
ey-pot seemed to throb with desire as her 
gaze shifted between the couples on the 
screen fucking before her and my probing 
tongue. Softly moaning, ‘“‘Eat me, Bill, eat 
my hot little pussy,’’ she wrapped 
her hands around the back of my head, 
pulling my mouth hard against her burning 
Slit. 

| pressed my tongue in between Jen- 
ny’s slippery cunt lips. She gasped with 
pleasure. Reaching up, | teased and fon- 


dled her hard nipples while flicking my 
tongue faster and faster across her love- 
button. She came fast and hard. 

As | continued to kiss and lightly nuzzle 
her tasty cunt, | heard her say, ‘‘How fan- 
tastic! You have to watch this.’ Knowing 
that it had to be something really special, | 
looked up and saw the film image of a 
beautiful girl satisfying both herself and 
two good-looking guys at once. 

The girl was on her hands and knees, 
and as one of the guy’s huge dick slipped 
in and out of her clean-shaven pussy from 
behind, she was eagerly sucking the other 
guy, who was standing in front of her. Jen- 
nifer began to rub her juicy pussy with 
both hands as images of the girl's cock- 
filled cunt clinging to the shaft buried with- 
in her flashed across the screen, along 
with images of her smiling face sucking 
deeply on the lollipop in her mouth. 

Realizing that this was an opportune 
time for Jenn to try out one of her new toys, 
| reached into the bag and handed her the 
ten-inch dildo and the love lotion. 

Knowing that her pussy was tingling 
with anticipation to have it buried inside of 
her, | watched as she ripped the packages 
open, lubricated her pet cock with pepper- 
mint lotion and then eased it in. 

As Jenny worked the dildo into the 
depths of her smoldering cunt, she began 
to play with my cock. When it was stiff and 
throbbing, she guided it between her part- 
ed, wet lios. With her pussy and mouth 
now happily filled, Jenny’s titties bounced 
in rhythm to the movement of her lips nois- 
ily bobbing up and down the length of my 
cock, while her hips rocked in unison to 
the dildo’s in-and-out motion. 

With the tempo of the action on the 
screen increasing, Jenn was treating her 
pussy to increasingly faster and deeper 
strokes from her toy, while teasing her 
pouting, pink clit with her other hand. 

Moments later, | felt another load of hot 
come begin to beg for release at the base 
of my saliva-coated shaft. Suddenly it 
seemed as though the whole world were 
coming. The guys on the screen were 
shooting thick streams of milky come on 
the girl. The girl was squeezing her titties 
and crying out that she was coming. Jenny 
came in a series of intense orgasms, and | 
felt a river of come explode from my cock 
and splash down Jenn’s throat. 

Satisfied and trembling, Jenny coaxed 
the remaining drops of come from the 
head of my stili-pounding cock, got to her 
feet, and before getting dressed, rubbed 
our juices all over her body. 

On shaky legs we made our way out of 
the bookstore and back into the car. Jenny 
leaned over, and as | felt her hand close 
around my cock, she promised me a night 
of lovemaking that we would never forget. 
That, by the way, was a promise she defi- 
nitely kept.—B.B., Aurora, Colo. 
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NOUVELLE CUISINE 


The perfect woman is not unlike a good cup of coffee—a strong, exotic, full-bodied blend 
that revs up your senses and alerts you to new possibilities. Antonia Larsen, a half- 
Italian, half-Swedish ethnic original, is just Such a creature. Her Italian side accounts for 
her dark, smoldering good looks; the Scandinavian influence accounts for her cool re- 
serve and radiant good health. ‘| see my body less as a temple than a fortress,’ she 
says, ‘‘to be kept in a constant state of readiness!’’ And her all-American spirit is reflect- 
ed in her insistence on being called Toni for short. Toni has already learned that some 
men are only out to use her. ‘‘That’s why it takes so long for a man to win my trust,’ she 
explains. ‘‘But once he has it, my walls come tumbling down pronto. © 
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Toni fondly recalls 

her mother’s 

fears when she was 

an adolescent. “| was a 
tomboy growing up 

in New York. To Survive, 
you had to be tough, 
and | would get into 
plenty of fights... . 
However,’ Toni smiles, 
‘| think she Is very 
proud of how I’ve grown 
into womanhood.’ 
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as well as a man 
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12 OF THE WORLD'S MOST FABULOUS WOMEN. 
BEAUTIFULLY PHOTOGRAPHED. AND BEAUTIFULLY DESIGNED. 


AVAILABLE ON NEWSSTANDS NOW! 
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XAVIERA SAYS 


Stacked Hitchhiker Shows 

Driver Her Hands-On Experience 

im 

| want to tell you of an experience | had last 
January. | was driving back to my Rocky 
Mountain home after visiting friends in 
Florida. As | was about to enter the turn- 
pike in Fort Lauderdale, | spotted this 
good-looking blonde hitchhiking. She was 
about five feet seven inches tall, weighed 
about one hundred twenty-five pounds, 
and had shoulder-length hair, a nice ass 
and a nice pair of tits. | stopped and asked 
if she wanted a ride and how far she was 
going. She replied, ‘‘All the way,” and got 
in. As time passed we got to know more 
about each other, and | found out that she 
was serious about traveling the whole way 
with me. 

After a bite to eat, when we were back 
on the road again, she began to get frisky 
and took her clothes off. She reached over 
and unzipped my jeans. She took out my 
rock-hard cock and sucked and licked It 
ever so slowly. It was an unbelievable ex- 
perience. | had always dreamed of getting 
head while driving down the road, and 
now it was happening. It seemed like she 
worked on me for hours as she tongued 
my shaft up and down and took the head 
into her mouth. 

When | couldn’t take more of her hot 
tongue, | exploded into her mouth and 
damn near wrecked my station wagon. | 
knew she wanted to have more sex, SO | 
pulled the car off the road and parked in 
an abandoned gas station. We climbed 
into the backseat and | got completely un- 
dressed. As | rubbed her breasts, her nip- 
ples grew as hard as little cherry stones. | 
tugged at them between my teeth and then 
worked my way down her flat stomach, 
kissing and licking until | found her steam- 
ing hot pussy, which was wet with 
excitement. 

| licked around the outer lips, working 
my way to her clit, and then | went deep in- 
side her cunt with my tongue. She started 
bucking and moaning like a wild woman. 
She exploded into one hell of an orgasm 
and then grabbed my cock and sucked it 
hard. She inserted it into her cunt, and we 
fucked like chain lightning. She moved so 
fast that | feared she would break my cock 
in half. | think we fucked for about two 
hours before we fell asleep. 

When we awoke, we 69’d for a while 
and then started on our way again. While | 
drove, | had my fingers in her pussy, work- 
ing on her like a madman. She got incredi- 
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bly excited when a semitrailer passed us 
and the driver looked down into the car. 
The best part of the whole trip was when 
we stopped for gas and | bought a box of 
fruit candies, the soft and chewy kind. | in- 
serted a few into her pussy and let them 
sweeten her juices. It was the sweetest- 
tasting pussy |’ve ever eaten. | would like 
to meet this woman again and repeat our 
lovemaking sessions. She was the best 
lover any man could ever ask for.—uJ.R.C. 


It sounds like you had quite a trip. Exhibi- 
tionism—the truck driver’s peering into 
your car while you were fingering her— 
must have been quite a turn-on. 

When | was in Brazil for carnival once, | 
happened to be in a car with five young 
Brazilian playboys. | was wearing a flimsy, 
low-cut dress, and since it was extremely 
hot, | hadn’t put on a bra or panties. While 
two of the boys fondled and fingered me, a 
third pulled down the strap of my dress to 
kiss my tits. We had a jolly time, especially 
when a crowded bus passed by. The 
banging against the glass and the 
screams of excitement from the windows 
of the bus made me have an orgasm on 
the spot, my pussy exposed in the wind. 


Two years ago, while my fiancee, Ellen, 
and | were engaged, her sister Lynn, who 
is younger and married, and | became 
quite close. We talked about many things. 
She is sharp, witty and very attractive. 
Lynn is about five feet two, one hundred 
and ten pounds, 34C-24-36, with short, 
light brown hair, a splendid ass and full, 
firm thighs—aquite a classy woman. Mean- 
while, Ellen was quite active in a number 
of things. She had a habit of spending a lot 
of time going out, which started to get on 
my nerves. She was friendly with a num- 
ber of men, and | knew her to be quite flir- 
tatious with them. | 

One evening, while Ellen was out with 
friends from work, | was at Lynn's house. 
Lynn's husband was at work, and their 
baby was sleeping. The subject of Ellen's 
busy social life came up. | was quite teed 
off about it, and | commented that | didn't 
doubt that Ellen was putting out for one or 
more of her so-called friends. Lynn said 
she had felt that way for along time but did 
not want to say anything. Lynn then left the 
room to get me a beer. 

When she came back, | had the surprise 
of my life. She stood in the doorway with 


Our official Penthouse ex- 


madam—drawing upon and relating 


her own vast experiences— 
gives titillating, sophisticated 


and humorous sexual advice 


BY XAVIERA HOLLANDER 
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ADVICE 


“Her thick pubic bush was 


framed between those luscious 
thighs of hers. ‘Is poor 


Tommy frustrated by getting no 


pussy?’ she asked” 
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only a tank top on. Her thick pubic bush 
was framed between those luscious 
thighs of hers. “Ils poor Tommy frustrated 
by getting no pussy?’’ she asked in a mis- 
chievous voice. | walked over to her, not 
really sure that she was serious. My 
doubts flew out the window, though, when 
she put her arms around me and 
Frenched me deeply. | embraced her, 
placing my hands on her beautiful ass and 
pulling her close. She began to hump her 
pelvis, and | slid a hand between her 
thighs, which she readily parted. | played 
with her pussy until it became sopping 
wet. Her hands left my neck and began to 
massage my stiffening cock. As we broke 
off our kiss, she was breathing hard and 
said hoarsely, ‘“‘Let’s get into bed.’’ | fol- 
lowed her down the hallway and into her 
bedroom, where | quickly disrobed and 
helped her take off her top. We lay down in 
bed and | began to suck on her breasts 
and nibble her nipples as she ran her fin- 
gers through my hair. She reached down 
for my cock. ‘“‘Let me suck it,’’ she said. | 
moved it up to her face, and she sucked 
and stroked it while fondling my balls. 
Twisting around until my face was be- 
tween those strong thighs of hers, | began 
to lick and suck her pussy. 

After a few minutes of careful ministra- 
tions, | began to hump my cock into her 
mouth. She paused and groaned, ‘‘Fuck 
me!"’ | got up and knelt between her wide- 
spread thighs. She raised her hips up to 
meet me and rolled her ass. | penetrated 
her cunt and the feeling was so soft and 
hot and wet that | thought | was in heaven. 
Gripping me with her legs, she began to 
hump her belly up to me. Her fingers traced 
patterns on my back, and we fucked silent- 
ly, intensely. She really knew what she 
was doing. | came in a massive spurt, and 
she continued rolling her pelvis until she 
climaxed. We lay quietly in each other’s 
arms for a while before disengaging. 

After that, Lynn and | began meeting 
three or four times a week at different 
places—her house, my apartment, her 
mother’s place. Then, three months be- 
fore Ellen and | were to be married, Ellen 
broke off the engagement. | did not see 
Lynn again until a year after that, when El- 
len and | started dating again. By that time 
Lynn had had another baby, and | was not 
sure how she would react to me. 

A week after | got back with Ellen, Lynn 
and | began having sex with each other 
again. She is far better in bed than her sis- 
ter. She sucks my cock with abandon and 
loves me to come in her mouth or on her 
face. We have had almost every kind of 
sex imaginable. Ellen suspects nothing. 
She is so staid in her ways, so structured. 
She and | have sex once a week—after | 


plead with her—and she still has her out- 
side activities. Sometimes | watch as she 
gives me a blowjob (a rare occasion), and 
| smile, wondering what she would do if 
she knew that a couple of hours earlier my 
cock was in her sister’s hairy twat. Lynn 
wants to keep up our relationship. No one 
is getting hurt. Ellen has suggested that | 
find a mistress since | seem to want sex a 
lot. Lynn has volunteered to bring the sub- 
ject up with Ellen. | love sex with Lynn. She 
is wild. What do you think?—T.B. 


How interesting that in your letter you say 
not a word about how you get it on with 
Ellen. Reading between the lines, | infer 
that you are looking for an excuse to leave 
Ellen and openly date Lynn. But what 
about Lynn’s husband? Before you con- 
fess your affair with Lynn, | think you 
should figure out what your real problems 
with Ellen are. 


Middie-Aged Woman Finds Her 
Ponce de Leén, and Can 

He Use His Fountain of Youth! 

| am forty-four years old, with a twenty- 
year-old son and an eighteen-year-old 
daughter. Both kids are off in school, fulfill- 
ing their own lives as young adults. | work 
part-time in a hospital, which keeps me 
busy, although it doesn’t pay well enough 
to handle two tuitions. The kids earn some 
money, and Frank, my ex-husband, pays 
some of the kids’ expenses, too. 

| resented it like hell when Frank left me 
for a pretty little thing who looked like she 
had just popped out of a toothpaste com- 
mercial. | have a pretty good figure, with 
large breasts and wide hips, although | ad- 
mit l've widened a bit around the middle 
since Frank and | were married twenty 
years ago. | had a very strong sex drive 
that Frank couldn't keep up with—| some- 
times wonder if that’s why he left, really. 
Anyway, he wasn't very good in the sack. 
He had no technique—he was your aver- 
age in-and-out type. Well, how things can 
change in life! Here | was, a middle-aged 
woman with an empty nest, no husband, 
and no way to express my desires, and it 
all changed drastically. 

After working the third shift one night, | 
came home as usual and slipped into my 
bathrobe. There was a knock on the door, 
and when | answered it, | was surprised to 
see a young man in his twenties standing 
there. He had a good tan, broad shoulders 
and hairy chest, black hair and gorgeous 
soft-brown eyes behind wire-rimmed 
glasses. He introduced himself as Adam 
and explained that he had just moved into 
the next-door apartment. His shower was 
broken, he said, and he wondered if he 
could please use mine. Now, | am not usu- 
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ally in the habit of letting men into my 
apartment to use the shower, but seeing 
as he lived next door, | figured, why not? 
Besides, | thought, if there were a way to 
get a better look at his body, this was it. 

| showed him where the shower was, 
and he muttered a polite thanks. When | 
heard the water running, | laughed to my- 
self, for | had taken the towels out of the 
bathroom. So | decided to have a little fun 
and brought in a small towel, large enough 
for him to use to dry himself off but not 
large enough to cover anything. Then | 
took his clothes with me and waited in the 
bedroom. 

A few minutes later he called out, 
“Lady, where are my clothes?” “Oh, in 
here,’’ | said innocently. ‘‘| was afraid 
they'd get wet, so | picked them up from 
the floor.”’ | really was getting turned on by 
this little game! ‘‘Is this the biggest towel 
you have?’’ he asked. ‘“‘Sorry,’’ | said. ‘‘All 
the others are in the laundry.’’ He came 
out sopping wet and held the towel with 
both hands in front of his cock. | could see 
his legs were as hairy as his arms and 
chest, and he had incredibly powerful 
thigh muscles (the result, | found out later, 
of being a bicyclist). His ass was firm and 
muscular and slightly whiter than the rest 
of his six-foot frame. Those heart-melting 
eyes looked at me balefully, and he sat 
down next to me on the bed, still protect- 
ing his vital statistic, which, | noticed, was 
starting to grow. ‘‘l’m anurse. | see bodies 
all the time—there’s nothing to be 
ashamed of,’’ | said. ‘‘What kind of work 
do you do?”’ he asked, struggling to con- 
trol his erection, and failing. ‘Mostly cleri- 
cal,’’ | said. ‘‘Sometimes I'll rewrap 
patients or massage them.’’ | couldn't help 
looking at him, | was so hungry for it, and 
he just smiled and said, ‘‘Massages? How 
would you like one?” 

My heart was really pounding as | lay 
facedown on my pillow. | thought to myself 
that this was crazy, a kid the age of my son 
(| found out later that | was twice his age!) 
just moves in, and within fifteen minutes of 
meeting, he’s massaging me! I'll tell you, 
Xaviera, | don’t regret it, though. This kid 
was a master with his fingers (the result, | 
also found out, of being a flutist). He start- 
ed by probing my neck and shoulders, so 
incredibly softly and yet with strength. Any 
tensions | had about the situation just 
evaporated. His smooth hands worked 
down toward the small of my back, and 
every time his hand went toward one of my 
sides my nipples would ache. As he 
rubbed and stroked, he talked about the 
healthful effects of massage and finally 
asked me to take off my robe because it 
was interfering with his work. It’s a good 
thing he said that, because | was about to 
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rip it off. | was really getting hot to trot, as 
they used to say (and maybe still do). 

He helped me slip it off and continued 
his fantastic handwork: | closed my eyes 
and just felt the pleasure. It felt so great 
after so long! (They say hunger is the best 
relish.) He kept working downward, and 
when he began kneading my ass, | 
thought | was going to orgasm just from 
his touch, but he may have sensed this 
and kept going, touching my thighs, mov- 
ing on to my calves, and then back again. 
During all this, he never said a word, but | 
was moaning enough for both of us. 

After what seemed like hours, he asked 
me (quietly but politely) to turn over and let 
him massage me in front. | would have 
hesitated—the last man to see my tits and 
cunt was Frank, and that was two years 
earlier-—but my newfound masseur was 
so gentle that | turned over just like that. | 
noticed that his towel had slipped off and 
that his cock, fully erect, was only five 
inches long. His nuts were proportionate 
in size—and let that be a lesson to your 
male readers! Good things come in small 
packages! He was giving me a going-over 
and hadn't even brought his main weapon 
into play yet! 

He told me to close my eyes. | did, and 
he played a marvelous sonata on my body 
with me as an approving audience of one. 
His hands moved up and down my arms, 
then my shoulders, then worked toward 
my breasts. He bypassed the nipples, 
which were beginning to feel really hard, 
and | thought | would explode. He quite lei- 
surely smoothed his hands over my abdo- 
men. He had me virtually coming, and yet 
just as | thought | would erupt (! was al- 
ready wet with juice), he would slow down 
or stop, and then move on down my legs 
and up them again, getting very close to 
my clit but never touching it, giving me 
about a dozen tremors. The man was in- 
credible. Either his training as a flutist or 
his reflexes as a bicyclist gave him an 
amazing sense of timing; it seemed as 
though he could always feel me coming 
and then stop just before | reached the 
point of no return. At long last, he mas- 
saged my tits—gently but firmly, the way it 
should be done—and pressed my nipples 
with his thumbs. | knew a real explosion 
was coming and | wanted to hold back, but 
| heard myself groaning anyway. | couldn't 
feel his hands anywhere on my body— 
and then, suddenly, | felt, very lightly, a fin- 
ger pressed against my clit, which was 
easy to find since it was so swollen. 

| came in a series of orgasms, the likes 
of which |’d never had before. My eyes 
had flashes and spots in front of them, as 
in an extreme case of vertigo. | thought | 
would faint. | ttemored violently enough to 
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ADVICE 


“At about this time Bill 

walked in. | didn’t even slow 
down. | just kept fucking, 
bucking and moaning with that 


thick rubber cock”’ 


give a reading on the Richter scale. After 
lying there completely exhausted for 
about a minute, | opened my eyes to see 
those lovely brown eyes of his, along with 
a caring smile. | felt like crying and laugh- 
ing at the same time. We kissed lightly and 
rested for a few minutes. My hands went 
around his shoulders and back, and | felt 
his warm, smooth ass. He was still damp 
from his shower, so he got up and dried 
himself off. | was wet for another reason. 
Believe it or not, that was only the first 
movement in this love symphony. 

He started on me with his tongue, which 
was almost as practiced as his hands. He 
didn't waste any time and went right to my 
nipples. He lapped them around and 
around with his warm, wet tongue, moving 
from tit to tit until | was worked up again. 
Massaging my tits gently with his hands, 
he drew his tongue down to my cunt and 
started the same circular motion, probing 
but never getting too close to the bull’s 
eye. | began moaning again and locked 
his head tightly between my thighs, like it 
was an almond in a nutcracker. | 
Squeezed so tightly that | was afraid | 
might crack it in half. When he knew he 
had me on the threshold, he darted his 
tongue in and out of my cunt like a piston, 
and | came again right into his face—and 
as he licked the juice off, | came again! My 
back was arched, and | emitted a loud 
groan this time—lI just couldn’t believe | 
had so much inside of me! When | was fin- 
ished, he looked finished, too. We just lay 
there for minutes, both exhausted. 

The more | see of Adam, the more he 
amazes me. Such incredible maturity in a 
twenty-two-year-old boy! Sometimes, just 
thinking of the massages he gives me 
makes me orgasm! Is that unusual? Not 
only is he a bicyclist and a flutist, but he is 
a graduate student at the local university 
(with top grades), knows kung fu and fol- 
lows the Tao (he explained to me that this 
is why he can maintain perfect concentra- 
tion and timing, which he certainly does). 
He studies political science and physics 
and designs computer simulations! | can’t 
imagine a more perfect companion. He 
cooks, cleans and washes. He’s always 
willing to talk when | want to talk and fuck 
when | want to fuck. He has a great sense 
of humor and, to top it off, he was raised as 
a feminist! He often says that in every per- 
son there is man and woman, and that he 
enjoys each part of himself. Maybe this is 
why he seems to know my moods and de- 
sires better sometimes than | do. 

My problem is twofold. Despite the fact 
that he is a precious jewel to me, I’ve al- 
most—not quite—lost him. He is deeply 
angered by my jealousy, and since | am, 
after all, a next-door neighbor, | can’t help 


noticing the women he brings home. They 
are all over thirty-five, | would guess. | do 
occasionally get jealous and then he be- 
comes silent, replying with his eyes: ‘‘ 
don't stop you from going out with youn- 
ger men, do |?”’ | have tried to control my 
natural feelings of affection for him, and 
this has helped, but | sometimes miss him 
in bed and the walls between our apart- 
ments are too damned thin. 

Really, the major problem is that he’s 
too independent. He has no weaknesses | 
can shore up—| don’t think he needs any- 
body. | need him, though. When | talk 
about this (the so-called direct confronta- 
tion you often espouse), he replies, ‘Why 
crush a great friendship with love?”’ | think 
maybe he’s had some bad relationships, 
but won't talk about them. Any sugges- 
tions, Xaviera? | look for your reply in a 
future issue.—P.C. 


There's an old saying: You can’t have ev- 
erything. Yes, |'ve had a few young lovers 
myself. In fact, about three of them within 
the past two years. All of them were under 
twenty-five years old—and over eighteen, 
for those of you who might think I’m a cra- 
dle robber. Young is young, but let’s not 
get carried away. 

Independence is a trait of youth. Can 
you blame this young man for not wanting 
to settle down? He is, after all, only twenty- 
two. Give him time. Enjoy what you’ve got. 
As an experienced woman, you know that 
no situation is perfect. On the asset side, 
however, you've done pretty well with this 
guy. 

| must say that!'m a little amused at your 
attitude toward his dating only older wom- 
en. So what? Of course he likes older 
women. He's fucking you, isn't he? Some 
men like blondes. Some men like tall 
women. Some men like women of a differ- 
ent race. Some men like men. (All of the 
above is also true of women.) We each 
have different types that turn us on. When 
it comes to a new lover, what else is there 
to pique our desire but a certain physical 
type? In time we may come to know the 
person and even love him or her. But our 
attraction to a certain type does not 
change. This, however, does not diminish 
our love or attraction. 

By the way, | really liked the part about 
Adam having only a five-incher. You see, 
not all my letter writers are into size. 


Good Vibrations Lead Coupie 

to Use imagination 

and Go for Triple Sensation 

My husband Bill was out with the boys one 
night when | noticed a brand-new Pent- 
house Letters on the coffee table. Thumb- 
ing through the articles, | came upon your 
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column. A man had written in about setting 
his wife up with a friend. As | read, | found 
myself slowly grinding my thighs together. 
Xaviera, |’ve often been turned on by your 
column but this one really set me off. | be- 
came so horny that | slowly undressed, lay 
back on the couch and began gently rub- 
bing my clit. 

Before reaching a climax, | went into the 
bedroom and found my ten-inch vibrator. 
Lying back, with my legs spread wide and 
the soles of my feet touching, | began to 
slowly rub the vibrator against my clit. | 
wanted it inside my throbbing pussy so 
badly that | could barely control myself. 

At about this time Bill walked in. | didn't 
even slow down. | just kept fucking, buck- 
ing and moaning with that thick rubber 
cock plunging in and out of my soaking 
cunt. When | finally came, all | could do 
was smile up at him. He smiled back and 
asked me what had started all this. Hadn't 
he been taking good enough care of me? 
he asked. | assured him that he had and 
that this had never happened before. | 
then showed him the letter that had made 
me so hot. He asked if | were interested in 
living out this fantasy. | was dumbfounded. 
| just looked in his eyes and slowly nodded 
my head. 

The next weekend we rented a motel 
room in a small town forty miles away. 
There was a nightclub nearby, and at 
about ten that evening we drove over, 
went inside and split up. There were about 
a dozen couples in the club, dancing and 
sitting at tables and at the bar. There were 
also four unaccompanied men at the bar. 
One of them was particularly attractive. It 
took me at least half an hour to catch his 
eye and smile. His name was Bob. After 
making small talk for a few minutes, he put 
his arm around me. | responded by laying 
my hand on his upper thigh and gently 
rubbing it as we talked. He began rubbing 
my thigh in return, slowly working his way 
upward. He massaged my clit for a while, 
and just as Bob was entering me with two 
fingers, my husband Bill stopped by. He 
asked how long | had been in town. | told 
him that | was only there for the night and 
that | had a motel room down the road. As 
we talked, Bob looked less and less com- 
fortable. He finally stood up and began to 
leave. | stopped him and said, ‘“‘Bob, don't 
be so greedy. There’s enough of me to go 
around.”’ Bill agreed to pick up a bottle 
and meet us back at the room. 

Bob fingered me all the way to the mo- 
tel, and | rubbed his cock through his 
pants. We were both about ready to ex- 
plode when we reached the room. 

We got into a 69 position on the bed, 
with me on top. As he tongued my pussy, | 
just held that club of his in both hands, 
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staring at it and stroking it softly, fantasiz- 
ing about having that large thing in my 
pussy. | then noticed a movement at the 
window, and there was Bill. | winked at 
him and, taking Bob’s massive cock in 
both hands, | began to feed it slowly down 
my throat. As | sucked on Bob’s cock and 
began squirming from the attention | was 
receiving, my eyes never left Bill. Finally, | 
could take no more and moans escaped 
from my throat, moans that soon became 
‘Fuck me! Put it in me! Oh, fuck me!” 

As Bob changed positions, Bill entered 
the room and began to disrobe. Bob put 
his cock up against my slit and began rub- 
bing it up and down. By now | had a death 
grip on the sheets. | physically craved 
what | knew | was soon to get. He contin- 
ued to tease me, murmuring, ‘‘Where do 
you want it, baby? You want it slow and 
easy, or fast and hard?” 

‘Put it in,’ | pleaded. ‘Fuck me hard! 
Please, do it now!”’ 

As Bob commenced to do just that, | felt 
a second cock brush against my cheek. 
The sensation was incredible. | felt 
stretched to the point of splitting, but that 
just added to my pleasure as we fucked 
faster and harder. We both came quickly. 
Bob pulled out and sprayed my stomach 
and tits with a huge load of come. I'd got- 
ten so carried away that | forgot about Bill, 
who was jerking off in the corner. He blew 
his load all over the place. 

We fucked most of the night in every po- 
sition and combination we could think of. 
With a cock in my mouth and one in my 
cunt, | never felt so completely fucked in 
my life. It was indescribable. Things will 
never be quite the same in our lives, 
thanks to you, Xaviera.—G.G. 


It’s nice to feel that | am appreciated and 
know that there are folks who get more out 
of life by following my advice. Congratula- 
tions—you have one of those marriages 
where two is company and three is a lot of 
fun. Not everybody is so lucky. 

| recall one of my lovers. He was the 
possessive type. An Italian, if | recall. It's 
nice once ina while to have a lover behave 
possessively. It makes you feel wanted. 
But it can get boring. ‘‘Why did you look at 
that man?” ‘Why did you talk to him?” 
Etc. This lover of mine, though, was so 
jealous that he refused to let me mastur- 
bate. He trashed my vibrator and threw 
out my ben-wahs. | began to worry that he 
might cut off my fingers. ‘‘Nobody will 
have you but me,’’ he said. | suppose he 
felt very insecure. Maybe he thought that | 
preferred masturbating to making love. 
The two forms of sex, to me, are quite dif- 
ferent. And | wouldn’t want to be without 
either. In this case, | got rid of him. 
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GIVE SEX 


, ohould people in relationships 
« have to fuck when they're not in- 
terested? So many times my wife’s and 
my urges don't match. A funny thing hap- 
pened, though, when | told my wife | want- 
ed it whether or not she was in the mood. 
One night when she didn't really want to 
have sex she decided to comply with my 
wishes. After some foreplay and insertion, 
my wife relaxed and lay on our bed finding 
she actually got hotter than usual. Can you 
explain this? : 
, Nobody should ever have to fuck. 
e Your word choice puts fucking ona 
par with domestic chores. One has to do 
the laundry; one does not have to fuck. 
While | quibble over the words, | do, how- 
ever, agree with the sentiment you are ex- 
pressing: Give sex, the gift that gives itself 
back to you. 

Yes, many women have decided to lie 
there and relax, only to find that the lure of 
the moving cock is irresistible. Men may 
not have the identical experience, but cer- 
tainly the principle holds true for them, too. 


Though lust is obviously contagious, most - 


of us have swallowed the modern myth 
that both partners must be in the mood be- 
fore making love. 

‘‘For several weeks after | started a new 
job,’ says Jolene, ‘‘| was too exhausted 
for sex six nights out of seven. Obviously 
my husband was getting tired of mastur- 
bating. One night! pulled the K-Y jelly from 
the nightstand drawer. As | lubricated my- 
self, | told him | wanted him to come inside 
me. Even if | wasn't up for active sex, | 
wanted to please my husband and hold 
him while he came. 

‘‘| worked his cock up and down until it 
was rock-hard. Then | put him inside me. 
Consciously | wriggled my hips, but my 
husband stilled them with his hands. He 
told me to lie quietly and not move. His 
breath was coming hot and raspy against 
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my neck and | felt beads of sweat falling 
from his body onto mine. All my attention 
was focused on him. Gradually | was 
aroused by the sounds he was making, 
the erotic scent given off by his steaming 
body and—most of all—by his cock. | felt 
my pussy swelling around it. Before | knew 


‘what was happening, | was urgently mov- 


ing my hips in time with his. | was overtak- 
en by a strong orgasm. The contractions 
lingered for a long time afterward.”’ 

For many women who have never 
known its peculiar delights, sexual passiv- 
ity can be an unexpected turn-on. Others 
discover that the removal of sexual expec- 
tations provides the doorway to an erotic 
high. These women’s libidos rise as soon 
as they have given themselves permission 
not to get hot. 

‘Achieving orgasm was almost a duty 
for me,’ asserts Sallie. ‘‘Since | felt | 
shouldn't have sex without having at least 
One orgasm, | turned down sexual offers 
unless | was hot. That worked fine until | 
started living with an extremely horny 
man. While he would rather please me 
than not, he definitely needed to be 
pleased. | learned to not refuse him. 

‘Since | don't force myself to meet or- 
gasm quotas, | am more relaxed about 
sex now. Often, if |’m not in the mood, he 
massages my body with oil until | am deli- 
ciously limp. He anoints my pussy and his 
cock with the same oil and he fucks me 
slowly, rear entry, until he is satisfied. 
Sometimes | come, but not always. The 
sensations, though, are always good.” 

Sallie believes she has grown more 
sensual as she becomes more giving in 
bed. Tracy, who also lives with a virile 
man, says she, too, has found her body 
responding more completely with the 
practice of sexual gift-giving. In fact, she 


has never been more satisfied. 

‘‘| never minded performing fellatio,” - 
Tracy says, ‘‘but! didn't get into it either— 
until | went down on Ted one night as an 
alternative to fucking. | wasn’t up for sex, 
so | decided to give him an orgasm orally. 
Usually | fellated him until just before he 
came since | didn’t want him to lose his 
erection when | wanted to be fucked. 

‘That night, though, | was doing it strict- 
ly for him. | firmly held the base of his cock 
allowing my thumb to massage the perine- 
um. When | exerted pressure on that area | 
felt a surge of energy rush through his 
cock. He had never felt so alive in my 
mouth. Eagerly | began sucking on the 
head, tasting the first drops of pre-come. | 
alternated my thumb pressure with light 
stroking, and then sucking with long slow 
licks up his shaft. 

‘Nothing existed for me but his cock. 
My own chest was heaving in time with his 
ragged breathing. Repeatedly | brought 
him to the edge of orgasm and pulled 
back. When | felt he couldn't wait any 
longer, | began sucking hard and steady. 
He pushed his cock past my lips, deeper 
into my mouth, and | wanted him to fuck 
my mouth as if it were my pussy. | felt he 
was entering my whole body through my 
lips. Amazingly, my own orgasm explod- 
ed with his. It was the first time | ever came 
while performing fellatio.”’ 

Though clearly there is much to gain 
when a reluctant partner makes a gift of 
her body, many women still cling to their 
right of refusal. If you are a man anxious 
for more sex, perhaps you should find a 
way to give more. The next time your 
woman wants to make love when you are 
not interested, don’t ignore the signal. Act 
upon it. 


Headache tonight? Can’t sexually relate? 
Why then, fellate! 
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EXTRA! EXTRA! 


You, the readers of PL, have 
created this column by popular 
demand. Have a question about 


sex you can’t ask anyone else? 


Ask the Superlady of Sex! 
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I've been close friends with a lesbi- 
’ an woman for several years. Re- 
cently she announced she might like to try 
men again. (She had men in the past, be- 
fore converting to lesbianism.) Then she 
said she'd like me to fuck her so she could 
see if she’s still turned on by men. | don't 
know if | should fuck her. If the sex is no 
good, will she be turned off by men for 
life? Will it ruin our friendship? On the oth- 
er hand, am | obligated to help her out? 
You are certainly not obligated to fuck 
her. Surely if you won't, some other man 
will. | can understand your reluctance: 
You feel like you would be representing 
the entire male sex. What a heavy respon- 
sibility! You won't be to blame if the expe- 
rience leaves her more convinced of her 
lesbian leanings. Perhaps what she really 
wants is such a confirmation. The friena- 
ship could suffer if one or both of you feel 
uncomfortable afterward. There's only 


one good criteria for making this decision: 
Are you strongly lusting after her? |f not, 
why not pass on this chance to be the 
male standard-bearer? 


Where do you stand on multiple 
male orgasms? |’'ve read a book 
that says men can have multiple orgasms. 
The orgasms they describe do not always 
result in ejaculation. | didn't think a man 
could call it an orgasm if he didn’t ejacu- 
late. How can you know you're having one 
if nothing comes out? 
| have no position on multiple male or- 
gasms per se. As had you, I'd understood 
that male orgasms were by definition ejac- 
ulations. Many sex authorities still contend 
this is true. They give short shrift to the lat- 
est theories that differentiate between 
rhythmic contractions (orgasm) and the 
release of semen (ejaculation). Suppos- 
edly, men can learn to have orgasms with- 
out ejaculating and losing their erections. 


Presumably, you would know you're hav- 
ing one the same way women do: You 
would feel the contractions. At least men 
have something to do now besides trying 
to find our G-spots. 


I’m living with a woman who is in the 

process of leaving me to move in 
with a friend of mine. | recently discovered 
she’s been fucking him behind my back 
for several months. We have had a hot sex 
life, so | was surprised. Now she says she 
wants to fuck me behind his back after she 
moves. | said | wouldn't, but | don't think 
I'd really turn her away if she dropped by > 
wearing nothing under her raincoat. Why 
is she doing this? If she wants both of us, 
why move? Why not maintain the status 
quo? How can | make her believe | won't 
fuck her after she’s gone? Maybe if she 
believes that, she'll stay. 

Maybe he has a bigger apartment. Or 
it’s closer to her office. More likely, she is 
the type of person who craves complica- 
tions in her life. Multiple orgasms just 
aren't enough for her; she needs drama, 
intrigue and the risk of discovery. If the sex 
is hot, you won't be able to convince her 
that you'd refuse her next offer. She's 
probably got the raincoat handy. More im- 
portant, if she stays, with you knowing the 
full story, the dramatic impact of cheating 
is considerably lessened. 


Why do women totally ignore a 

man’s balls—even when they per- 
form fellatio? | love it when a woman han- 
dies my balls, caressing them in her 
hands, working them up and down like 
weights in a velvet sack. It drives me crazy 
when a woman takes my balls in her 
mouth and sucks. | can have a second or- 
gasm off the same erection if she will go 
immediately to my balls. Yet no woman 
has ever done this for me unless | ask. 
*hen | have to tell them specifically what to 
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do. Why don't women understand that a 
cock and balls are a three-piece set? 
Don’t blame us! In the annals of erotic 
literature, balls are a neglected body part. 
If you would only write a book about the 


subject and discuss it on one of the popu- 
lar talk shows, I’m sure we would all be 
ball aficionadas overnight. | have been 
with few men who enjoy ball playing as 
much as you do. Or maybe they've been 
too shy to speak up. Really, | had no idea 
that more than perfunctory attention was 
required. As long as your women are will- 
ing to suck to specification once instruct- 
ed, shouldn't you be happy? 


| have this strong desire to watch my 

wife make it with another man. | 
know exactly how | want the scenario to 
work. He will have a big cock and give it to 
her, and she will love it. Now that I’ve final- 
ly convinced her to make this dream come 
true for both of us, we don't know how to 
find the right man. It’s important that he be 
big. To complicate things, she wants to do 
it while we're on vacation so there will be 
no chance of anyone we know finding out. 
How do we locate the right guy? 


Pick a large city or popular beach-resort 
area. Before you even book the flight and 
hotel, place ads in swingers’ publications. 
You will be able to find a man who meets 
your criteria if you give yourself a large 
population pool in your geographical area 
of choice. And, even if the ads fail, you will 
still have a good chance of finding the right 
guy. When you check into your hotel, ask 
the concierge where the action spots are. 
Let your wife make the contacts while you 
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watch discreetly from a distance. Few 
guys will approach a couple. ; 


Q | am going to a nude beach in Eu- 
rope. Since it will be my first time at 
a nude beach, | want to know what to ex- 
pect. Does nude really mean totally nude, 
or would a G-string be in order? Is it 
gauche to have an erection? If so, how do 
you prevent them? | have been told you 
can eat certain foods to keep erections 
down, but |’m not sure if | want to do that. It 
might be okay if the effect doesn't last too 
long. Any advice? 

Nude means nude. Those beaches 
where G-strings are required are desig- 
nated topless. | have seen, however, 
many G-strings and bikini bottoms on 
nude beaches, usually worn by American 
or Canadian tourists. The fleeting erection 
does occur, though less frequently than 
you might think. Perhaps you'd like to tuck 
a G-string in your towel so you'll have 
something to corral an all-day hard-on if 
needed. | don’t know of any food that sup- 
presses erections, but eating a large meal 
beforehand will make you drowsy and 
less alert—if that’s what you want. Try ly- 
ing on your stomach. Or just swim a lot. 


| prefer small breasts to large ones. 

When | met my wife, | was attracted 
to her body—long legs, a high, round butt 
and small breasts. We’ve been married 
less than a year, and she’s changed her 
shape by getting breast implants. She 
says her new look is every man’s dream. It 
isn’t my dream. | preferred her breasts the 
way they were. She complains because | 
ignore her breasts during lovemaking, but 
| don’t like touching plastic. She’s so into 
her own body that she lights the bedroom 
as though we were going to perform sur- 
gery—and watches her breasts heave 
while she fucks. When | turn down the 
lights, she complains again. She says | am 
refusing to acknowledge her new body. 
Her narcissism is driving me nuts. Can im- 
plants be removed? 

Not unless she wants them removed! 
(That doesn’t sound likely.) Her love affair 
with her body will cool soon, and there will 
be room for you in the love triangle of man, 
woman and breasts. My friends who have 
implants went through the same period of 
infatuation with their boobs. They don't 
really feel like plastic, do they? 


| Know a woman who has very sen- 

sitive inner thighs. If | run a feather 
along her thighs, she gets as hot as if I'd 
played with her clit. She loves to have her 
thighs kissed and licked and stroked. Fre- 
quently she wears a garter belt and stock- 
ings or those thigh-high stockings with the 


elastic band while we fuck. She likes see- 
ing her milky white inner skin set off by the 
stockings even more than | do. Is it possi- 
ble for me to bring her to orgasm without 
touching her pussy, just by playing with 
her inner thighs? And how? 

Yes, it’s possible. Some women are ca- 
pable of becoming orgasmic without di- 
rect genital stimulation. If her thighs are 
that sensitive, she is probably such a 
woman. When you are making love to her, 
pretend her thighs are her pussy. At the 
point where you would shift gears from 
foreplay to pussy play, shift to her thighs 
instead. Lick, stroke and kiss them the 
way she likes it. Try little sucking nibbles, 
or light caresses with a thin leather belt, 
alternating with the feather. 


Ifa man has a fetish and indulges tt, 

will that fetish lose its power to ex- 
cite him? Will he then switch to another fe- 
tish? | get off on beautiful feet in high- 
heeled shoes. But | wouldn’t want to end 
up as a crossdresser or a guy who sniffs 
panties. |am reluctant to indulge my fanta- 
sy to the limit by hanging posters of wom- 
en in heels in my apartment, or paying a 
prostitute to let me worship her feet. | keep 


my pictures in scrapbooks and mastur- 
bate to them sparingly. | want more, but 
I’m scared of going too far. Would |? 

| put your question to a well-known psy- 
chiatrist who is an authority on fetishes. He 
said that a fetish might lose some of its 
power through excessive indulgence in it. 
Possibly if you surrounded yourself with 
high-heeled feet, you would wake up 
someday and think, So what? However, 
he doesn’t think the next day you would 
wake up craving something else. Some 
people have more than one fetish, but they 
don’t develop new ones just to replace 
over-worked old ones. 


If you have a question about any aspect 
of sex, write to our Superlady of Sex, 
Carolyn Steele, and she will answer it on 
these pages as quickly as possible. Send 
your question to: Carolyn Steele, Pent- 
house Letters, 1965 Broadway, New 
York, N.Y. 10023-5965. 
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TALES FROM THE DARK SIDE 


Recently my wife Jenny began taking ex- 
ercise classes at the local health spa 
though she did not really need to. Her 36- 
23-34 figure needs no improvement, but 
she said that she was alone too much and 
bored because | work six days a week. 

One afternoon | happened to finish work 
early and decided to meet my wife at the 
club. Since my waistline was getting out of 
hand, | wanted to see if it was worth my 
becoming a club member, too. When | ar- 
rived | found a couple of men there, work- 
ing out on the machines. | asked if they 
had seen a red-headed young woman, to 
which they replied that | might find her in 
the JacuZzZI. : 

Sure enough, as | approached the hot 
tub | heard my wife's tinkling laughter. 
Then | heard the deep tones of a man’s 
voice. She and he were both laughing as|| 
peered around the corner. Jenny was sit- 
ting on the edge of the Jacuzzi in a new 
bathing suit, a gauzy one-piece, cut high 
on the sides and dipping deep in the front 
and back. The suit surprised me, since 
Jenny had never before bought anything 
that revealed such an amount of skin. This 
was the first time | had seen her in the suit 
and | was really surprised at its lack of 
cover. The high-cut sides emphasized 
Jenny's long, lithe legs. The low scoop in 
front reached below her swelling breasts, 
exposing at least half of each snowy orb. 

After gaping at my wife, | turned my at- 
tention to the man who was with her. He 
was a perfect male specimen, with broad 
shoulders and a hard, flat stomach. His 
thighs were like tree trunks and every part 
of his body was muscled. All he had on 
was orange bikini briefs. Perhaps the 
most amazing thing about his appearance 
was the deep ebony tone of his skin. He 
was the darkest black man | have ever 
seen. His hair was short and a thin growth 
of hair adorned his chest. 

Then my wife said, ‘Thomas, this is ri- 
diculous. What would happen if someone 
were to come in right now? 

‘‘Babe, don’t worry,’ he replied. ‘‘! told 
the boys outside to steer everyone clear of 
this Jacuzzi until they hear otherwise from 
me.’’ Thomas then leaned over and took 
my wife in his massive arms. 

Talk about being stunned! My wife 
comes from a southern Baptist family that 
espoused hatred for blacks. In fact, | know 
her father was a member of the Klan. This 
knowledge—together with the fact that 
Jenny was a virgin when we met, and 
stayed that way until our wedding night— 
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caused me to stand there with my mouth 
wide open. As far as | knew, her pussy had 
known no other cock but mine. 

So | just stood and watched as Jenny 
brought her full, red lips to meet Thomas's 
lips. He caressed her shoulders as their 
tongues played a cat-and-mouse game. 
They continued to kiss as his hands 
moved from her shoulders to her neck. He 
then began to trace a finger down her 
cleavage and cupped her right breast. 
Thomas's black hand began to slowly 
knead my wife’s full round tit. He seemed 
content just to squeeze the fleshy mound 
through the thin material of her suit. As the 
nipple grew stiff under his massaging, he 
began to pinch it. 

“Baby, you have to have the greatest 
tits | have ever seen,’ Thomas comment- 
ed as he continued toying with Jenny's 
nipple. Her only reply was to take hold of 
his. head and urge him on as he kissed his 
way down her neck. With one hand still on 
her breast, Thomas placed his other hand 
on Jenny’s thigh. | watched this invader 


_ begin a slow journey to the junction of her 


legs until it made contact with her nylon- 
covered cunt. 

Thomas then ran a finger lightly along 
the thin strip-of fabric, eliciting a deep sigh 
from my wife. He began to massage her 
pussy through her suit. Jenny was in sev- 
enth heaven as her breasts and her pussy 
were expertly rubbed by this black Ado- 
nis. | didn't know what.to do, whether to 
rush in and break it up or just to stay and 
continue watching (| know | had the big- 
gest hard-on ever). 

Suddenly Thomas went for broke and 
inserted a finger under the nylon that cov- 
ered Jenny's cunt. | watched in fascination 
the finger-fucking that she was getting. 
Soon his other hand deftly pulled the 
crotch of her bathing suit to one side, ex- 
posing her glistening cunt. Thomas's fat 
finger, diving repeatedly in and out of my 
wife’s pussy, became coated with her love 
juices. Her bright red cunt hairs made the 
darkness of his finger stand out as it dug it- 
self deeper in Jenny's cunt. 

The finger-fucking continued for a few 
minutes. Then, between the kisses he was 
planting on my wife’s breasts (which he 
had now removed from their covering), 
Thomas said, ‘Jenny, sweetheart, feel 
me. See how hard | am.”’ Jenny slid her 
hand down to the crotch of his sult. It 
looked like a bulging orange tent and her 
hand looked tiny as it gently stroked his 
huge cock through the swimsuit. ‘Come 


Before her hubby’s 

spying eyes, Jenny gets way 
down and real dirty with 
one, two, three—count ‘em, 


three—black stallions 
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“ “Baby, he said, ‘there ain’t no 


way you're going to make me fill 


your white mouth with my seed. 
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Or Henry has a date with a 


redhead’—meaning her muff” 


on, honey. You know you've been dying to 
see ol’ Henry since you first started com- 
ing here, huh?’’ (That solved the mystery 


of whether or not they had done this be- ~ 


fore.) ‘“‘How about letting my love-stick 
have a little air?’’ he added. 

Jenny pulled the drawstring of his bikini 
and, like a jack-in-the-box, Thomas's 
cock sprang up. It was at least ten inches 
long, with a shaft as thick as a Pepsi bottle. 
| was amazed at the sparseness of pubic 
hair surrounding this monster. The gar- 
gantuan size of his balls defied descrip- 
tion. 

Jenny seemed to be fascinated by this 
totem of manhood and some time passed 
before she could move her hand to touch 
it. Thomas leaned back on his elbows and 
watched my wife play with his prick. 

‘| Know you're just dyin’ to taste my 
cock, aren’t you?’’ Thomas said to her. | 
knew he was asking too much. Jenny had 
always detested sucking cock and told 
me so in no uncertain terms on our wed- 
ding night. Imagine my surprise, there- 
fore, when my wife leaned over and 
almost touched the tip of his cock with 
her lips. | stood transfixed as she looked 
up and smiled at Thomas and then ran 
her tongue up and down his mighty shaft. 
She maintained eye contact with him as 
she swirled her tongue all over the helmet 
of his cock. When she began to swallow 
the black monster, | couldn’t believe what | 
was seeing. First, the huge head disap- 
peared in her mouth—then, inch by inch, 
she took nearly half of his cock in her 
mouth. It glistened with Jenny's saliva as 
she let it slide slowly out of her mouth. Just 
as slowly, she then let it sink back be- 
tween her lips. 

‘God, you do that good!”’ Thomas said. 
‘| bet you don’t suck your ol’ man this 
way, do you, honey? (Boy, was he right!) | 
love watchin’ my cock sink between your 
lips. That’s it! Take more! Try to get more 
into your gorgeous mouth, baby.’ 

Thomas gripped Jenny’s head and be- 
gan to fuck her mouth. His rod pistoned 
relentlessly between her lips, and she 
grabbed his hips, trying to shove more of 
that cock into her mouth. ‘Baby,’ he said, 
“there ain't no way you're going to make 
me fill your white mouth with my seed. Ol’ 
Henry has a date with a redhead.”’ 

With that, Thomas extracted his cock 
from my wife’s mouth. He had her lie down 
on the bare white tiles. When he stood up 
in the water, he towered over her. | 
watched with wide eyes as he lowered his 
trunks and leaned over Jenny’s body. 
Pulling the crotch of her swimsuit to one 
side, he pressed the tip of his massive 
black cock against the pink lips of my 
wife’s cunt. ‘“‘Baby, are you ready for ol’ 


Henry?’ he asked teasingly. 

‘Yes! Put your penis in me now,’ Jenny 
begged between low moans. 

“Penis, baby? This here is ol’ Henry, 
king of pussies, about to conquer again.” 
With that, Thomas parted Jenny’s pussy 
lips and pushed a couple of inches of his 
meat between them. A low animal groan 
escaped from her throat as inch after inch 
slipped into her eager snatch. | figured 
there was no way she could take in all of 
Thomas's rod, for she had always had 
problems with my seven inches. Jenny 
writhed upon the wet tiles as Thomas sank 
more and more of his cock into her. | could 
only stare dumbfounded when the last few 
inches finally disappeared into her. Only 
his gigantic balls and a thatch of inter- 
meshed red and black pubic hair re- 
mained visible as Thomas, his great cock 
buried entirely in my wife, began humping 
his body in unison with hers. 

Jenny held Thomas's taut ass as she 
pushed her cunt against his pounding . 
cock. Thomas increased the tempo of his 
pumping, placing his hand under my 
wife’s ass. Like a jackhammer, he kept 
ramming his thick cock deep into her cunt, 
grabbing and squeezing her supple buns, 
pulling her harder against him. Jenny 
could only grunt with each stroke as her 
black lover thrust the instrument of his 
passion into her, again and again. ‘Yeah, 
baby! Fuck me like you never fucked be- 
fore!’’ Thomas chanted. 

In response, Jenny somehow raised her 
hips from the tiles and, with Thomas's 
hand supporting her, she arched her back 
to engulf even more of that rampaging 
cock. Thomas began to grunt louder as he 
increased the power and pace of the fuck- 
ing he was giving my wife’s pussy. With a 
final groan, he began coming—and it 
seemed to me that he continued coming 
for an eternity. But, finally, he slowed his 
strokes and a rivulet of pearly white jism 
seeped between his cock and Jenny's 
pussy. He finally stopped humping but 
continued holding on to her ass, keeping 
her suspended above the tiles, impaled on 
his manhood. ‘‘Well, how'd | do?” he 
asked as he withdrew his now-shrinking 
member. 

My wife didn’t answer. As she lay back 
on the tiles, Thomas scooped up a gob of 
his come and laughingly placed it on Jen- 
ny’s face. She hungrily lapped it up. ““Hon- 
ey,’’ said Thomas, ‘‘it looks like you could 
use some more loving, but ol’ Henry is 
only good for one performance ata time. If 
you'll meet me tonight at Sam's Place, 
though, I'll introduce you to some other 


When Jenny’s husband caught her, she 
wasn’t working out on the machines. 
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boys, okay?” 

Instead of answering him, Jenny just 
scooped up more of his semen and kept 
feeding herself. Thomas simply laughed, 
pulled up his suit and turned to leave the 
room. | ducked into a closet and waited 
until he’d left. Then | made for the side exit 
and headed home to wait for Jenny. 

When she finally got home, about an 
hour later, | said nothing of what!’d seen at 
the spa. | just asked how her workout had 
gone. She smiled and said it had gone 
fine. | asked if she wanted to go out that 
night. Jenny nodded yes and went up to 
take a bath. While she was in the bath- 
room, |asked her where she wanted to go. 
After a few seconds of hesitation, she 
said, ‘‘How about Sam’s Place?” 

“You mean the strip joint?’ | asked. 
“Okay, that’ll be fine.’’ That was all | could 
blurt out as my mind screamed ‘‘bingo!”’ 
When she began dressing, | could only 
stare. Jenny was putting on my favorite of 
her outfits. It was an aqua-blue dress that 
didn’t quite reach her knees. It was cut low 
enough in front to show just a hint of cleav- 
age (her most daring dress). 

‘Special night, tonight?”’ | asked. 

She hesitated before answering. ‘Not 
really,’ she said. ‘‘I just wanted to look 
nice for you, honey.” 

| laid my plans as | drove our van to 
Sam’s. My intention was to see just how 
far my newly brazen hussy would go. To 
my surprise, | was looking forward to my 
wife’s making it with another guy. 

When we got to Sam’s, | parked and 
escorted Jenny inside. It was a singles 
hangout. Several women were dancing 
around the room in various stages of un- 
dress. The rest of the room was dark and 
full of small tables. When we sat down, | 
saw a sign that said ‘‘amateur night’’ and 
wondered what it meant. After waiting 
vainly for someone to take our order, | got 
up to get drinks at the bar. As | walked 
across the room, | looked around for 
Thomas and his friends. After getting the 
drinks and turning to go back to the booth, 
| saw Thomas appear as if out of thin air. 
He was sitting next to my Jenny with two of 
his friends. | moved to one side and 
worked my way across the crowded 
dance floor until | was behind the booth. 

‘‘So why did you come, if not to see me 
and my friends, Jenny, babe?” | over- 
heard him say. 

“But my husband’s here with me,” Jen- 
ny protested. ‘‘! can't let him see us 
together.’ 

“That wimp!’’ Thomas croaked. ‘‘I can 
take care of him.” 


With pants off and legs open, Jenny dove 
headfirst into a sea of sex. 
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“Do that,’’ Jenny warned, ‘‘and you'll 
never see me again. Got it, sweetheart?” 
“Sure, babe. Anything you say. But 


what are you doing here if you didn'tcome - 


to see ol’ Henry and company?’ 

‘| don’t really know right now, okay?” 

‘Sure, but we'll only wait a little while for 
you to make up your mind.” 

With that, Thomas and his friends left 
the booth. | waited a couple of minutes be- 
fore rejoining Jenny, who had composed 
herself by then. As we sipped our drinks 
and talked, | noticed that she kept glanc- 
ing at the bar, where Thomas sat with his 
friends. After a few drinks, Jenny loos- 
ened up and began to laugh and giggle. 
We danced a few dances, during which 
she sort of dry-humped me. | was really 
beginning to get aroused by this, but then 
the club manager announced that the am- 
ateur-night competition was about to be- 
gin. This evening, he explained, it would 
be a striptease contest, and he proceeded 
to pick women from the audience. A few, 
with encouragement from their mates, ac- 
cepted the challenge. When he asked 
Jenny to perform, my heart skipped a 
beat. Although she could dance like a pro, 
| was surprised when she coyly accepted 
the offer. 

The manager and five contestants 
went backstage and, a few minutes later, 
the competition began. | awaited Jenny's 
turn nervously. She was last to perform 
(the first four contestants were average 
at best.) Dancing to Ravel’s ‘‘Bolero,”’ she 
was in fine form, twirling her skirt so that, 
every now and then, you could see her 
perfectly formed thighs and a flash of her 
panties. As the tempo of the music in- 
creased, it really got Jenny going. She 
reached back and slowly unzipped her 
dress. With a sensuous shrug of her 
shoulders, the dress slid to the floor—and 
my wife was standing there in only a 
matching bra-and-panties set | had given 
to her. The bra was barely large enough to 
enclose her full breasts. You could tell 
how excited she was from the size and 
hardness of her nipples, plainly visible 
through the filmy silk. Her tiny panties 
were also of silk, with lace inserts. 

Jenny continued to prance about the 
small stage and then climbed on the bar. 
Still swaying to the music, she now began 
to give a show to those seated at her feet, 
including Thomas. Some guys reached 
out to caress her long legs, and several 
began waving money at her. 

Jenny danced over to one and stooped 
so he could insert a bill in the waistband 
of her panties. This really got the crowd 
going (none of the other dancers had 
been so bold). Encouraged by the 
crowd’s applause and shouts of approv- 
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“Thomas took a bill from his 
wallet and waved it at her. She 


squatted to allow him to put it in 


her waistband, but instead he 
pulled down her panties” 
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al, Jenny moved close to Thomas, who 
obviously was enjoying the show in a big 
way. Jenny smiled and began to dance 
especially for him. 

Thomas took a bill from his wallet and 
waved it at her. She squatted to allow him 
to put the bill in her waistband. As the 
crowd chanted ‘‘Lower! Lower!’ Thomas 
reached out and hooked a finger under 
Jenny's waistband. Instead of inserting 
any money, he proceeded to pull down 
her panties until her whole cunt was show- 
ing. Jenny’s eyes were closed as she con- 
tinued swaying her hips, apparently 


unconcerned that her pussy was in full - 


view. Thomas then cupped my wife's red 
muffin in his hand. | watched as he insert- 
ed a finger into her cleft. The crowd was 
screaming now as my wife rotated on 
Thomas's finger. After a few moments, 
she raised herself slightly and hesitated as 
he stuffed his money between her cunt 
lips. 

The rest of the act was anticlimactic. 
Needless to say, Jenny won the competi- 
tion hands down (or, you could say, pants 
down). Flushed and clutching her dress to 
her chest, she rushed back to our booth, 
followed by loud cheers. The luster in her 
eyes told me how much she had enjoyed 
her show. 

She asked to go out to the van to 
Straighten herself up, and | told her to go 
ahead. | glanced over to where Thomas 
was sitting and did not see him. After a 
few minutes’ wait, | went out to the van. 
The parking lot was dimly lit, but that 
didn’t prevent me from seeing Jenny and 
Thomas in a deep embrace. They were 
standing behind the van, and both of its 
back doors were open. | watched as he 
raised Jenny’s dress over her head. With 
his big paws, he began to grab and 
squeeze my wife's tits and pussy through 
her bra and panties. 

‘| Knew you were one hot honey,’’ he 
told her. ‘‘Your pussy is really dripping, 
and now you're gonna get it good!”’ 

| saw him stuff his whole hand down 
into her panties. Jenny leaned against the 
van as Thomas continued to feel her up. 
He started to finger-fuck her, causing her 
to shake and buck. Thomas's two friends 
then came around the van. One, a tall, 
skinny guy, reached out and squeezed 
Jenny's melons. “You were right about 
this here bitch. She sure is fine,’ he said 
as he fondled my Jenny and put his hand 
down her panties. Tom’s was already 
there and two hands proved too much for 
the delicate fabric to contain. It ripped 
apart and | could see both black hands 
massaging Jenny’s pussy. 

‘‘Mama, | bet you want to taste some of 
my long cock, don’t you?”’ the tall, skinny 
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man said as he snaked his tongue down 
her neck and shoulders to lick Jenny’s 
nipples through her bra. 


Thomas removed his hand from her 


crotch, gently pushed Jenny into the back 
of the van and climbed in with his two 
friends. | went over and peered through 
the side window as Thomas was removing 
the remnants of Jenny’s clothes. He posi- 
tioned himself between her raised knees 
and drove his huge cock into her gaping 
cunt. Jenny’s body was lifted from the 
van’s soft carpeting from the impact of 
Thomas’s driving monster. Meanwhile, 
the tall, skinny guy went over to Jenny's 
head. His is one of the longest, slenderest 
cocks | have ever seen, and he inserted it 
in her waiting mouth. She devoured this 
new intruder as it slid back and forth be- 
tween her lips. 

The third black man was grossly fat. 
When he tired of waiting on the sidelines, 
he pushed the skinny fellow away and 
dropped to his knees beside Jenny's 
head, unzipping his huge trousers as he 
did so. A large, fat cock popped into view 
below his great gut. | watched as he 
draped his limp member across my wife's 
lips. Automatically she opened her mouth 
and sucked it in. | stared as it started to 
grow and harden. Jenny opened her 
mouth wider than | thought possible to 
keep the fat black sausage in her mouth, 
sucking it passionately. 

The skinny man squatted over my wife's 
chest, placing his cock in the valley of her 
cleavage. Using both hands to mash his 
meat between her fleshy mounds, he re- 
ceived the tit-fucking of his life. 

Jenny was totally abandoned to her 
lust. She was bucking, squealing, writh- 
ing, grunting and groaning uncontrollably 
from the incredible pleasure of her 
threeway with these men. Thomas's huge 
cock continued to piston in her cunt, its 
blackness contrasting starkly with Jenny's 
creamy white skin. 

About this time | felt a tap on my shoul- 
der and turned to find a policeman aiming 
his flashlight in my face. | kept silent as he 
ordered me to leave the parking lot imme- 
diately. Not wanting to compromise my- 
self, | simply walked away. When | turned 
for one last look, | saw the policeman en- 
tering the rear of the van! — 

Unsure of my emotions and needing 
time to think, | caught a cab and went di- 
rectly home. | knocked and our son’s 
baby-sitter opened the door. Karen, a col- 
lege freshman, who baby-sat to help fi- 
nance her education, asked how the 
evening went and where Jenny was. | told 
her that Jenny was visiting friends and that 
| didn’t care when she came home. Karen 
sensed that something was wrong. She 


sat down with me to talk. | had always 
liked her and felt that she liked me. We al- 
ways talked about what she was going to 
do after college. Sitting with her on the 
couch now, | asked if | could get her some- 
thing to drink. When she said yes | went 
and got us each a cold beer. 

As we talked, | began to appreciate Ka- 
ren’s charms. She was wearing a flowery 
Summer dress and | could make out the 
faint scent of her perfume. Our conversa- 
tion became more and more open. Every 
once in a while she would touch me on my 
knee as if to make a point. | continued to 
admire her lithe form. Karen had occa- 
sionally swum in our pool, so | Knew she 
had a lovely body. | especially liked her 
long, slim legs, which were tanned to 
golden brown. She seemed so innocent— 
yet So sexy. 

Karen finally placed her hand on my 
knee and didn’t remove it. | gazed into her 
eyes as she talked orrabout her projected 
nursing career—only to fall silent and 
smile a meaningful smile. A tacit under- 
standing arose between us. | took her 
hand in mine and kissed the tips of her 
fingers. 

| took her in my arms as she raised her 
lips to mine. Karen whispered of how she 
had always wanted to make love to me. | 
could only smile and hold her closer as 
she told me of her longing for me and how 
much she'd envied Jenny. My arms wan- 
dered over her back as we kissed. Soon 
Karen’s hand began to explore the grow- 
ing bulge in my trousers. | unbuttoned her 
dress and Karen stood up to let it fall off. 
My excitement grew as | stared at her 
body, which was now in white panties and 
bra. Karen returned to my arms and our 
lips touched again. | felt her nipples grow 
rigid as she rubbed them against my 
chest. | began to massage her cunt right 
there in the living room. It wasn’t long be- 
fore we were both naked and she was ly- 
ing expectantly on the couch. | positioned 
myself above her and poked my engorged 
member deep into her, causing her to 
grunt loudly. | began pounding into her, 
and she began bucking in a frenzy of lust- 
ful desire. Planting her feet on the couch 
for support, she lifted her pelvis to match 
me, thrust for thrust. Her ass was atleast a 
foot above the couch. 

When | couldn't hold back any longer, | 
came inside her with a loud grunt. After 
another moment, she came wildly. We - 
rested awhile with my soft cock still in her, 
then | slowly withdrew it. Karen kissed me 
on the cheek, got up, dressed and left 
without another word—as if nothing had 
happened. | went upstairs and fell into a 
deep, if not contented, sleep.—R.M., Den- 
ver, Colo. 
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Get the ten greatest adult hits of all time, all absolutely uncut origi 
That's only $4.95 each for almost 13 full hours of classic sex, including Deep Throat, The Devil In 
Miss Jones and Debbie Does Dallas. Don't wait. Get your ten super hits now! 


#XSF100 All 10 Super Hits for only $49.50 total! If purchased separately, features are $14.95 each. 


XAR-921 Deep Throat Gerard Damiano’s hit 
starring Linda Lovelace and Carol Connors. 
XVX-902 High School Memories starring An- 
nette Haven, Dorothy Le May, Jamie Gillis and 
John Leslie. 

XAR-922 The Devil In Miss Jones Gerard Dam- 
iano’s all time hit starring Georgina Spelvin and 
Harry Reems. 
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XVX-914 On White Satin starring Seka, Lisa 
DeLeeuw and Tami Thomas. 

XVX-901 Debbie Does Dallas starring Bambi 
Woods, Misty White, and Rikki O’Neal. 
XVX-917 Legend Of Lady Blue starring Gloria 
Leonard, Maureen Bane one John Smith, 


XMS-907 Too Good To Be True starring Ginger 
Lynn, Jade Nichols, and Steve Drake. 
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nals, for just $49.50 total. 


XVX-916 Taboo starring-Kay Parker and Mike 
Ranger. 
XMS-912 The Passion Within starring Annette 
Haven, Nina Hartley, Shana McCullough and 
John Leslie. 


XVH-203 Same Time Every Year starring Loni 


Sanders, Tiffany Clark and China Leigh. 


Features, Lifestyles and Collections, 60-90 min. 


XVX-906 Soft Places starring Annette Haven, Phil To- 
bias, 90 min. $9.95 

XVX-910 Getting Off iba Desiree Cousteau, 
John Leslie, Serena, 90 min. $9.95 

XAT-118 Heavenly Desire starring Seka, Serena, 
Johnny Keyes, 90 min. $9.95 

XAT-121 Like A Virgin II starring see Bleu, Christy 
Canyon, Sharon Mitchell, 90 min. $9.9 

XMS-915 Kinky Sex Acts starring Cara Lott, Bunny 
Bleu, Paul Thomas, 90 min. $9.95 

XVX-602 Hot Hits Collection—Best of Debbie Does 
Dallas, The Untamed, Reflections, Eruption, Devil’s 
Playground, 9 more $9.95 

XVX-603 Climax Collection—Best of Inside Desiree 
Cousteau, see Off, China Lust, Star Virgin, Pink 
Lips, 18 more. $9.95 

XAT-115 RX for Sex starring Julia Perrier, Lauren St. 
Germain, 90 min. $9.95 

XMT-907 Big Favors starring Dirk Caldwell, Dana 
Peterson, Shadow Joyce (All Male), 90 min. $14.95. 
XMT-904 Jobsite starring Gador, Eric Ryan, Terry 
James (All Male), 90 min. $14.95. 

XMT-902 Never Big rahe starring Kevin Collins, 
Dana Pearson (All Male), 90 min. $14.95. 

XMT-908 Greenhorn starring Andy Fuller, Jim Rodg- 
ers, Adam Mitchell (All Maley, 90 min. $14.95. 
XMS-914 Isle of Lesbo starring Heather Wayne, 
Bunny Bleu, Cara Lott (All Girl). $14.95. 

XGA-607 Tennis Without Balls starring Laura 
Sitter, Linnea Stevens (All Girl). $14.95. 

XGT-116 Danielle’s Girlfriends starring Tara Aire, 
Annie Owen (All Girl). $14.95. 

XGA-606 Brown Sugar starring Bianca Bradley, 
Sahara, Purple Passion (All Girl). $14.95. 

XGT-108 Women’s Fantasies starring K.C. Valentine, 
Danielle, Annie Owen (All Girl). $14.95. 

XGR-106 Girl On Girl starring Uschi in 4 encounters 
(All Girl). $14.95. 

XGT-115 Women Who Love Women starring Rhonda 
Jo Petty, Monique Perry (All Girl). $14.95. 

XMS-903 Oral Delights starring Seka, John Holmes, 
Annette Haven, 90 min. $9.95 

XMS-906 China & oe Ginger Lynn, Susan 
Hart, Harry Reems, 90 min. $9.95. 


XMS-910 Slip Into Ginger & Amber starring Ginger, 
Amber, Stacey, Tom Byron, 90 min. $9.95. 

XMS-913 Potpourri Of Sex starri "eee John, An- 
nette (All Star Classic), 90 min. $9.95. 

XVX-904 Pastries starring Uschi Digart and Buxom 
Beauties. 90 min. $14.95. 

XVX-908 Intimate Couples starring Rikki Blake, An- 
gel West, Herschel Savage, 90 min. (pictured at right) $9.95 
XVX-902 High School Memories mare Annette Ha- 
ven, Jamie Gillis, 90 min. (pictured at right) $9.95 

XMS-916 Bare Elegance starring Crystal Breeze, R. 
Bolla, Stevie Taylor, 90 min. (pictured at right) $9.95 
XVX-907 Sweet Alice starring Seka, John Holmes, 
Desiree Cousteau, 90 min. (pictured at right) $9.95 

XAT-126 Spermbusters starring Ginger Lynn, Heather 
Wayne, Ron Jeremy, 90 min. (pictured at right) $9.95 
XAT-124 Surfside Sex starring Sharon Mitchell, Tif- 
fany Blake, Peter North, 90 min. (pictured at right) $9.95 
XAT-109 Pleasure So Deep starring international 
cover girl Lauren St. Germain. (pictured at right) $9.95 
XVX-905 Daughters of Emmanuelle starring Rhonda 
Jo Petty, Ron Jeremy, 90 min. (pictured at right) $9.95 
XVX-909 iL ne tone starring Jean Jennings, Glo- 
ria Leonard, Terri Hale, 90 min. (pictured at right) $9.95 
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Sirs, | have enclosed my check, M.O., Visa, M.C. informa- 
tion. Please rush me the items marked below under a 
yong gist GUARANTEE (State residents add 
sales tax. 


| Please indicate {_] VHS or (| Beta 


Add $2. per 
video for 
Beta 


Video 
Total 


State 

Tax 

P&H 
$3.00 ea., 
4 or more 
$10 


Total 
Enc. $ 
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NOTICE: SIGNATURE REQUIRED FOR ORDER TO BE SHIPPED 
| declare that | am an adult, 21 years of age or over. | am purchasing 
these sexually oriented materials for my private use in my own 
home and will not sell the material or furnish it to minors. | believe 
that my community's standards, as well as the U.S. Constitution, 
allow an adult citizen to view or read anything, including sexually 
explicit material. 


Signature 
Mr. Mrs. 
Miss Ms. 
City State Zip 
Phone # (in case we have a ( 
question about your order) phone # 


[]M.C. (] Visa Exp. date 
(min. charge order $25.) 


Account # 

Bank or Org. 
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NARCISSUS 


a ee In Greek mythology, Narcissus was an in- - 
REE comparably handsome, vain youth—so_ - 
beautiful a smitten nymph named Echo 
pined away in unrequited love for him until 
nothing remained of her but her voice. As 
punishment, the goddess of vengeance, - 
Nemesis, made him pine away for love of 
his own reflection in a spring. 

This resonant myth is still a caution 
against excessive self-love. In the seven- 
ties, Christopher Lasch wrote The Culture 
of Narcissism: American Life in an Age of 
Diminishing Expectations, which argues 
we've built a cynical, despairing culture 
where modes of self-gratification have 
become dominant. He wrote, “American 
confidence has fallen to alow ebb. . . De- 
feat in Vietnam [and] economic stagna- 
tion ... have produced a mood of 
pessimism in higher circles ... and the 
rest of society .. . lose faith in their lead- 
ers,”’ who, they’ve learned, will lie to pro- 
tect themselves. They thus turn to 
“strategies of narcissistic survival’ fo- 
Cusing on themselves to the detriment of 
everyone else. But that was then. After 
Reagan, America is standing tall again! 

Or is it? Public lying has become more 
entrenched than ever. More elected offi- 
cials, religious leaders and businessmen 
have been caught betraying the public’s 
trust than at any time in at least a half cen- 
tury. And we tolerate it. A slimy character 
like Joe Isuzu or J.R. Ewing becomes a 
pop icon, and a poll taken at the height of 
the Iran-Contra mess showed most peo- 
ple thought Reagan was lying—but didn’t 
care. We’ve allowed ourselves to be- 
come more cynical and despairing. 
We've allowed our humanity to erode 
even further. 

Enter PL. Reading our letters and arti- 
cles can help you rediscover the most vi- 
tal component of your humanity—your 
sexuality. Here you'll rediscover the joy of 
healthy sex and the joy of intimacy—shat- 
tering at least some of the spell of narcis- 
sism. After all, sex is about being 
outwardly attuned to your partner. 

Penthouse Letters. Unrequited love? 
Here the springs and canyons echo with 
America’s heated couplings.—Neal 
Fandek 
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Christmas: Kind of a drag, ain’t it? The expense of frantic last-minute ferreting for gifts, the damn relatives, the 
never-getting-anything-you-wouldn’t-rather-feed-to-the-garbage-grinder. Jeez, to be a kid again! But we’re not 
narcissistic kids anymore. What counts more, the cost of a gift or the sight of your sweetie’s face as she opens 
it? Yo, have some eggnog: Spread some cheer, and someone’s thighs, and... 
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Eleven beautiful dreamérs await your mantic Rebecca Spring as she re- 
pleasure in the November/Decem-_ calls the love she had... and lost; or 
ber 1988 Girls of Penthouse. Journey __ let one of the seven other dream girls 
to the distant past with Norway’s Kar- feed your fantasies. Bring home the 
ena Raleigh as she drifts offinsearch girls of your dreams and let your 
of her Viking ancestors; join Kate and imagination run wild. This collector’s 
Erica for an intimate weekend at the. edition will only be available for a lim- 
shore; return to Namberley with ro- ited time. Don’t miss it! 


ON SALE AT YOUR NEWSSTAND NOW 
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